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PREFACE 

THE  errors  of  the  day  are  being  opposed  by  many 
able  minds  among  the  clergy — and  among  those 
in  the  foremost  rank  in  this  country  stands  the 
author  of  this  volume. 

With  fine  analysis,  showing  a  masterly  grasp  of  the 
subjects,  strong  arguments,  and  exquisite  sarcasm,  Doctor 
Cotter  in  clear,  forcible  and  eloquent  words,  lays  bare  the 
many  false  teachings  of  the  day,  and  by  opposing  to 
them  the  principles  of  truth  and  sound  reasoning,  he 
places  a  powerful  barrier  to  their  further  progress.  He 
would  save  the  unwary  from  deception,  and  call  back  the 
deceived.  The  philosophy  and  the  theology  of  the  Church 
are  the  chief  weapons  he  employs  in  his  conflict  with 
error,  and  hence  the  victories  that  attend  this  warfare. 
He  proclaims  with  the  Apostle,  "The  truth  shall  make  you 
free."  By  spreading  the  truth  he  would  save  the  un 
thinking  and  the  unlettered  from  being  made  the  dupes 
of  the  impious  and  the  erring.  The  Church  is  the  mouth 
piece  of  Christ  the  God-man,  and  all  who  would  be  His 
followers,  must  hear  the 'Church  speaking  in  His  name. 
"I  am  the  light  of  the  world,"  said  Christ,  and  "he  that 
follows  Me,  walketh  not  in  darkness."  To  bring  this 
thought  to  the  mind  of  its  readers,  is  the  purpose  of 
this  book,  that,  acting  upon  it,  they  may  be  kept  from 
going  astray  and  becoming  lost  in  the  pitfalls  of  error  that 
are  gaping  on  every  side.  Men  need  a  teacher — a  uni- 
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versal  teacher ;  that  teacher  must  be  God  Himself,  or  one 
authorized  to  speak  in  His  name.  In  the  old  law  He 
spoke  through  Moses  and  the  prophets;  in  the  new  law 
He  spoke  through  Christ,  the  Second  Person  of  the 
Blessed  Trinity,  and  still  speaks,  through  the  Church 
founded  by  Him.  To  make  God's  teachings  known  and 
the  Church's  voice  elucidating  His  teaching,  goes  forth 
this  book,  touching  on  the  vital  questions  of  the  day.  May 
it  find  many  readers  to  profit  by  its  contents. 

*  CHARLES  H.  COLTON, 

Bishop  of  Buffalo. 

October  2,  1912. 


INTRODUCTION 

THESE  essays  on  current  evils  appeared  originally 
as  editorials  in  the  Catholic  Union  and  Times  of 
Buffalo,  New  York,  and  are  now  grouped  in  book 
form  under  the  title  "Lances  Hurled  at  the  Sun."  If 
they  serve  no  other  purpose,  they  will  show  in  their 
sequence  the  historical  development  of  new  dangers,  and 
at  the  same  time  popularize  religious  principles  by  apply 
ing  them  to  practical  affairs  of  life. 

Tennyson,  in  Locksley  Hall,  sings  of  young  barbarians 
who  "hurl  their  lances  in  the  sun,"  and  the  savage  play 
brings  our  thought  to  the  work  of  civilized  agencies — 
men  who  aim  their  shafts  at  the  Sun  of  Truth,  the 
Catholic  Church,  and,  in  their  mad  fancies,  think  they 
can  pierce  the  orb,  destroy  its  shining,  and  undo  the 
beneficent  heat  that  fills  the  world  with  the  flowers  and 
fruits  of  intellect  and  grace. 

Socialism,  the  premise  from  which  anarchy  is  as 
logically  deduced  as  is  infidelity  from  heresy,  throws  its 
dart,  and  its  wild  adherents  believe  that  the  lights  of 
the  Church  are  forever  out.  Modernism,  with  its 
treachery,  draws  its  long  bow  and  impiety  applauds  the 
process.  The  secular  universities  do  more  than  turn 
their  telescopes  toward  the  sky:  they  assail  the  God 
whose  stars,  which  they  irreverently  survey,  are  the  very 
sanctuary  lamps  of  night.  Infidelity  blasphemes,  and 
stupid  arrogance  thinks  it  has  eclipsed  the  glory  of 
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Truth,  the  while  heresy,  with  its  little  tricks  and  foibles, 
shows  itself  ridiculous  even  to  a  thoughtless  world.  The 
Sun  of  Truth  graciously  shines  on  in  undiminished  force, 
kindling  with  its  splendors  the  waters  of  all  time,  and 
will  never  set  beyond  earth's  mountains,  for  it  will  blaze 
throughout  eternity  in  the  Divinity  from  whose  mind  it 
came,  and  in  the  Church,  whose  perpetual  triumph  it 

will  adorn. 

THE  AUTHOR. 

IRONTON,  O.,  September  28,  1912. 
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Education 


Prof.  Foster's  Logical  Conclusion 

The  Reverend  Doctor  Foster  of  the  Divinity  School 
of  the  Chicago  University,  because  of  his  recent  publica 
tion,  "The  Finality  of  the  Christian  Religion,"  has  been 
pronounced  by  his  brethren  of  the  Baptist  sect  a  heretic. 
Is  not  this  a  question  of  the  pot  calling  the  kettle  black? 
The  professor  ought  to  be  complimented  by  his  fellows 
for  his  sterling  Protestantism.  Has  he  not  lengthened 
out  to  logical  conclusions  the  right  of  private  judgment? 
He  reads  the  scriptures,  and  then  burns  them  in  the 
flame  of  his  scientific  (  ?)  wrath.  He  reads  of  miracles, 
and  with  impiety  truly  Protestant,  scouts  them,  and 
declares  that  the  man  who  believes  in  them  is  not 
"intellectually  honest."  He  considers  prophecies  and 
throws  his  understanding  at  the  heads  of  the  prophets, 
and  Isaias,  Jeremias,  Ezechial  and  Daniel  fly  for  their 
lives.  He  takes  up  his  pen  and  he  paralyzes  the  inspira 
tion  of  Moses  and  the  evangelists.  He  blows  a  blast 
upon  his  old  trombone,  and  more  than  the  walls  of 
Jericho  fall  down — the  walls  of  Protestantism  crumble. 
This  is  all  "intellectually  honest"  Protestantism,  where 
the  distorted  view  of  a  fact  is  called  keenness  of  vision 
—bad  logic,  in  deducing  a  conclusion  therefrom,  is  named 
philosophy — impertinence,  truth — irreverence,  liberty — 
and  conceit,  with  all  its  laughable  pranks,  science.  The 
professor,  with  one  fell  stroke,  undoes  the  wonders  of 
the  ages  by  declaring  the  language  in  which  their  narra- 
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lives  were  given  figurative,  and  so  destroys  our  astonish 
ment  at  the  miraculous  with  a  "mob  of  metaphors."  "To 
the  scientific  understanding  of  the  world,  and  to  the 
intellectual  habitude  superinduced  by  science  a  miracle 
cannot  be  admitted."  Here  the  professor  suggests  by  his 
contortions  in  the  period  the  inability  of  the  English 
language  to  express  the  length  and  height  and  depth  of 
his  mighty  meandering  in  the  realms  of  science.  He  who 
denies  the  possibility  of  a  miracle, — the  visible  suspension 
by  God  of  His  own  law  for  some  particular  purpose, — 
says  very  plainly  that  God  has  no  more  power  than  man, 
and  this  is  another  way  of  saying  that  the  Creator  is  only 
the  size  of  a  creature,  or  in  other  words — there  is  no 
God.  As  a  consequence,  the  whole  fabric  of  Christianity 
is  torn  to  tatters,  for  its  worth  is  derived  from  our  faith 
in  Christ,  which  faith  is  established  by  the  miracle  of 
His  resurrection.  Brethren,  is  not  the  professor  of 
divinity  (?)  a  little  more  than  a  heretic? 

Poor  Protestantism!  Well  says  Joseph  de  Maistre, 
when  he  declares,  "Science  is  an  acid  that  dissolves  all 
metals  except  gold."  Only  Catholicity  can  be  the  mentor 
of  the  scientist,  for  what  is  true  in  religion  must  be  true 
in  science,  as  God  is  the  Author  of  all  truths,  natural  as 
well  as  supernatural — one  God,  who  does  not  in  any  of 
His  revelations  contradict  Himself,  whether  His  voice 
comes  from  a  coal  mine  or  a  pulpit. 

"The  Bible,"  says  Rev.  Foster,  "exhibits  scientific  and 
historic  errors."  The  truth  of  the  Pentateuch  is  shown 
by  the  devotion  of  the  Jews,  who  were  at  all  times  per 
fectly  in  touch  with  the  books  of  Moses,  as  they  contained 
their  code  of  life.  You  might  as  well  say  that  a  United 
States  senator  would  not  know  of  a  change  in  the  United 
States  constitution,  and  would  permit  a  change  or 
addition  without  legal  process,  as  to  say  the  Jew  would 
permit  a  change  in  the  inspired  volumes,  received  from 
the  great  lawgiver,  whose  character  was  as  unimpeach 
able  as  was  his  work  authentic.  Josephus  tells  us  the 
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Jews,  the  most  conservative  of  races,  were  so  conversant 
with  the  writings  of  Moses  that  they  knew  how  often  a 
letter  figured  in  the  whole  volume.  "No  one,"  says  he, 
"was  ever  daring  enough  to  add  or  take  from  it  or  to 
change  the  slightest  thing.  We  consider  them  divine, 
we  so  call  them ;  we  profess  to  observe  them  inviolably, 
and  are  ready  to  die  with  joy,  if  need  be,  to  maintain 
them."  The  fact  that  Flavius  Josephus  would  gladly  be 
a  martyr  as  testimony  to  the  inspiration  of  the  Pentateuch 
seems  to  be  forgotten  by  the  modern  "Babel's  men  of 
age"  who  are  "wise  and  deep  in  lore."  No  writer, 
ancient  or  modern,  pagan  or  religious,  has  attempted  to 
show  that  the  Jews  based  their  doctrines  on  apocryphal 
statements.  Why  not,  then,  believe  in  the  Bible  as  a 
history  as  much  as  in  the  works  of  Tennyson  as  a  poet? 
The  errors  that  Rev.  Foster  has  discovered  have  been 
answered  a  thousand  times,  and  I  claim  no  originality 
on  this  head.  Let  science,  with  the  pen  of  the  illustrious 
Kepler,  state  its  own  answer: 

"Holy  Scripture  teaches  sublime  truths,  but  that  they  may  be 
understood  it  makes  use  of  ordinary  familiar  terms.  It  is  only 
incidentally  that  the  sacred  writers  speak  of  the  phenomena  of 
nature,  and  when  they  do,  they  employ  terms  familiar  to  the 
generality  of  men.  We  ourselves,  astronomers  as  we  are.  do  not 
attempt  to  change  the  tenor  of  our  language  whilst  we  are  en 
deavoring  to  complete  and  perfect  the  knowledge  of  astronomy; 
we  speak  exactly  as  do  the  common  people:  the  sun  rises,  it 
passes  the  meridian,  it  has  gone  down ;  with  the  people  we  state 
that  which  seems  to  pass  before  our  eyes.  We  should  demand 
this  precision  of  language  from  the  scriptures  all  the  less  from 
the  fact  that,  were  we  to  abandon  ordinary  language  and  use  only 
that  of  science  it  would  confuse  the  simple-minded  faithful  and 
would  not  attain  the  sublime  end  purposed." 

In  regard  to  the  gospel  of  Christ,  we  may,  in  order  to 
finish  a  theme  too  large  for  discussion  in  a  column,  give, 
as  a  summary  argument  against  the  errors  Mr.  Foster 
makes  an  excuse  for  his  change  of  sentiment,  the  sublime 
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words  of  Pascal :  "In  place  of  concluding  that  there  are 
no  true  gospels,  because  there  are  false  ones,  we  should, 
on  the  contrary,  say  there  are  true  gospels  because  there 
are  false  gospels,  and  there  are  false  gospels  only 
because  there  are  true  gospels." 

Nor  Moses  nor  Christ  sat  in  the  chairs  of  science; 
they  came  to  teach  the  many  the  great  truths  of  salvation, 
and  not  the  few  the  wonders  of  science,  and  yet  the 
light  of  faith  blazed  the  ways  of  those  who  have  been 
the  best  benefactors  of  the  race — Pasteur,  who  saves 
humanity  from  the  horrors  of  dog  bite,  and  Roentgen, 
whose  bright  Catholic  mind  has  gone  out  in  the  glory  of 
the  X-ray. 

As  prayer  "moves  the  Hand  that  moves  the  universe," 
the  Baptist  brethren  have  the  obligation  of  saving  Brother 
Foster  from  the  scientific  coils  of  the  devil,  and  thus 
have  recorded  to  their  credit  the  latest  modern  miracle. 


Another  Monstrous  Chicago  "Idea" 

The  most  monstrous  lie  and  most  execrable  insult  to 
American  womanhood  ever  breathed  publicly,  comes 
from  the  unhallowed  halls  of  the  Chicago  University. 
One  of  its  professors  has  dared  to  say  substantially  that 
women  must  have  their  fling  in  the  world  of  sin,  and 
then  they  will  settle  down  and  make  estimable  wives  and 
mothers.  How  is  this  for  morality? 

The  preparation  for  marriage  and  all  its  cares  and 
duties  is  forsooth  shame!  How  is  this  for  logic? 

To  raise  children  who  will  be  good  in  every  sense  you 
must  have  them  the  offspring  of  a  reformed  deformed. 
How  is  this  for  insult  to  our  own  mothers  and  sisters, 
who  went  to  the  altar  virgins  with  virgin  prayers 
trembling  on  their  lips  and  hearts? 

How  is  this  for  the  perpetuity  of  the  republic?  We 
know  the  home  is  the  cornerstone  of  our  Christian 
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civilization,  that  what  the  mother  is  the  home  is,  and  that 
the  homes  make  our  nation. 

How  is  this  for  a  violation  of  every  law,  divine  and 
human  ?  Laws,  we  know,  have  been  given  to  lead  us  and 
not  to  destroy  us ;  and  here  our  "professor"  would  have 
a  woman  fling  herself  to  the  devil  as  the  way  to  reach 
the  purposes  of  God's  behests. 

The  first  motive  of  education  is  to  create  character, 
and  if  these  are  the  women  the  Chicago  University  would 
create,  it  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  it  is  the  very  vesti 
bule  of  hell,  wherein  the  "professor"  lights  his  kerosene 
torch  to  lead  unfortunate  students  to  the  realms  of  the 
damned. 


An  Infidel  Factory 

The  Biblical  World,  a  magazine  published  by  the 
professors  of  the  University  of  Chicago,  with  Ernest  De 
Witt  Burton  as  chief,  has  an  editorial  in  its  November, 
1907,  number  that  would  disprove  the  name  of  the 
periodical.  The  article  is  most  unbiblical,  and  is  a  con 
tribution  to  the  destruction  of  the  bible  altogether.  Only 
last  year  Rev.  Mr.  Foster  of  this  school  undid  miracles 
and  prophecies  to  his  own  satisfaction,  and  now  another 
oil  can  explodes  and  blows  up  some  fundamental  truths, 
as  the  resurrection  of  the  dead,  the  day  of  judgment, 
and  the  second  coming  of  Christ.  Now,  how  symbolism 
can  be  wrought  from  the  plain  and  terrible  words  of 
Holy  Writ  regarding  these  solemn  and  awful  events  is 
known  only  to  the  fantastic  scientists  that  the  Chicago 
University  houses  and  manufactures.  Oddity,  and  not 
originality,  seems  to  mark  every  product  of  this  infidel 
industry  that,  while  avowing  a  religious  belief,  doubly 
damns  religion  in  "faint  praise"  and  miserably-limping 
argument. 
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How  refreshing  to  turn  from  the  murderous  work  of 
the  Chicago  University,  which  would  fain  take  from  the 
hopeful  their  trust  and  make  life  itself  desolate  as  the 
grave,  to  the  Church,  the  perennial  spring  of  confidence 
and  truth  which  cheers  us  when  we  are  weary, 
strengthens  us  when  we  falter,  animates  us  ever  with 
doctrine  as  happy  in  itself  as  it  is  forceful  in  its  mag 
nificent  reasons. 

St.  Paul  announces  the  great  belief  in  the  resurrection 
of  our  bodies  in  these  noble  words,  found  in  the  fifteenth 
and  sixteenth  verses  of  the  fourth  chapter  of  his  first 
letter  to  the  Thessalonians : 

"For  the  Lord  Himself  shall  come  down  from  heaven  with 
commandment,  and  with  the  voice  of  the  archangel,  and  with  the 
trumpet  of  God;  and  the  dead  who  are  in  Christ  shall  rise  first. 
Then  we  who  are  alive,  who  are  left,  shall  be  caught  up  together 
in  the  clouds  to  meet  Christ  in  the  air,  and  so  shall  we  be  always 
with  the  Lord." 

Here,  then,  is  a  full  and  explicit  pronouncement  from 
the  apostle  of  the  Gentiles  which  the  editors  of  the  Bibli 
cal  World  would  fain  destroy.  Even  the  Persians  and 
Babylonians  believed  in  the  immortality  of  man's  body, 
so  that  it  did  not  startle  men  who  gave  any  thought  to 
man  and  his  destiny  when  the  comforting  apostle  taught 
his  inspired  lesson  of  hope.  The  pagans,  in  the  first  four 
centuries  of  Christianity,  mocked  the  doctrine  which 
great  minds  like  those  of  Tertullian  and  Irenaeus  repeat 
edly  defended.  The  former  pithily  gives  the  reason  for 
the  body's  immortality  in  the  period :  "The  body's  future 
reward  is  the  cause  of  the  body's  future  resurrection." 
And  how  beautifully  all  this  doctrine  corresponds  to  the 
real  facts  of  true  science  which  tell  us  that  things  are 
not  destroyed  but  changed  into  their  component  parts. 
The  University  of  Chicago  does  not  believe  that  our 
bodies  will  be  an  everlasting  witness  of  the  deeds  done 
in  them,  but  the  university  ought  to  make  sure  that 
bodies  ought  not  to  have  anything  to  tell  everlastingly. 
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That  "dead  men  tell  no  tales"  is  only  half  a  truth.  With 
every  creed  we  sing,  and  with  every  council,  particularly 
the  fourth  Lateran,  we  cry  Credo,  with  fervor  and  holy 
joy,  to  a  promise  that  is  as  the  mid-day  sun  to  an  oil  lamp 
compared  with  the  message  the  University  of  Chicago 
has  for  humanity.  Religion  would  have  the  grave  dark, 
it  is  true,  but  leading  to  life  and  glory  with  our  God ; 
the  university  would  have  "darkness  there  and  nothing 
more."  Catholicity,  in  its  cheerful  teaching,  would  have 
no  divorce  between  soul  and  body,  but  the  whole  man 
elevated  to  that  triumph  above,  which  the  human  body, 
divinized  in  Christ's  personality,  illumines. 

The  second  coming  of  Christ  is  a  necessary  sequence 
to  the  happy  doctrine  of  the  rising  of  man's  body.  The 
Lord  will  justify  soul  and  body  united  beiore  all  man 
kind,  and  at  the  same  time  will  vindicate  His  own  good 
ness,  justice  and  wisdom,  which  things  like  the  university 
often  assailed. 

And  for  the  judgment:  The  Great  Searcher  of  Hearts 
will,  with  the  lightning  of  His  power,  disclose  all  the 
deeds  of  men  and  let  His  justice  shine  before  the  assem 
bled  nations.  The  very  words  of  commendation  and 
reward  for  the  virtuous  and  of  damnation  for  the  vicious 
have  already  been  given  the  sacred  page,  so  that  "Come !" 
and  "Depart !"  will  be  no  new  terms  begetting  surprise 
and  amazement. 

This  is  not  written  as  an  answer  to  the  university, 
whose  vagaries,  almost  impossible  to  follow,  have  the 
obligation  of  dispossessing  principles  that  are  our  heri 
tage  and  possession,  but  is  penned  as  a  thank-offering 
to  that  God  who  has  guided  life  far  from  the  baleful 
atmosphere  of  the  Chicago  school  in  that  Church  which 
has  no  guesses  or  doubts  to  perplex,  but  hallowed  cer 
tainties  ever. 
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The  Pagan  Universities 

In  the  discussion  of  universities  in  general  and  of 
Yale  in  particular,  Bishop  McFaul  of  Trenton  inveighs 
against  the  immorality  and  infidelity  that  permeate  the 
education  bestowed  by  the  great  so-called  centers  of 
learning.  He  blames  President  Hadley  for  giving  a  line 
of  studies  that  will  undo  Christian  principle  in  the  devel 
opment  of  the  student's  mind.  The  fearless  bishop  ends 
his  onslaught  by  declaring  that  one  who  sends  his  son 
to  such  a  school  is  doing  a  deed  comparable  to  committing 
his  soul  to  hell. 

This  is  strong  language  and  certainly  is  not  idle 
speech. 

The  universities  of  America,  viewed  in  the  light  of 
benefits  given  the  individual  and  the  nation,  are  a  curse 
to  society ;  they  seem  to  regret  that  there  is  such  a  thing 
as  the  Christian  era  and  sigh  afer  pagan  times  and 
morals.  Their  towers  point  not  to  Christian  skies,  but 
are  the  symbols  of  barbarism.  The  young  man  leaves  his 
home  with  some  ideas  of  God  and  some  sense  of  an  obli 
gation  to  respect  and  serve  Him,  but  steps  from  the 
classic  halls  with  hardly  the  memory  of  his  young  con 
ceptions.  He  looks  back  with  pity  upon  innocence  that 
he  now  deems  crass  ignorance,  and  smiles  with  sympathy 
upon  the  credulity  of  his  mother  who  still  clings  to  the 
fiction  of  religion  and  the  myth  of  a  God.  Anything  that 
does  not  show  to  the  microscope  or  permit  itself  not  to 
be  reduced  to  a  chemical  analysis  does  not  exist  for  our 
careful  young  scholar,  who  forgets  that  he  lays  himself 
liable  to  have  the  fact  of  his  own  brain  denied,  since  this 
eludes  the  strenuous  process  he  has  adopted  as  the  test 
of  all  things.  For  a  few  conceited  conceptions  he  barters 
away  ideas  that  would  shape  the  eternal  years,  and  comes 
forth  from  the  vestibule  of  hell  with  not  much  more  than 
a  negation  and  a  sneer.  You  cannot  deceive  this  fine 
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gentleman ;  he  puts  on  his  binocle  to  search  for  his  God, 
and  what  the  binocle  will  not  discover  is  not  worth  an 
anxiety.  He  is  puffed  up  with  self  and  has  no  room  for 
the  Almighty  in  the  fantastic  Moorish  splendor  of  his 
modern  mind. 

Now,  is  the  game  worth  the  candle  ?  Has  he  gained  or 
lost  in  leaving  the  hopes  of  immortality  for  the  pomposi 
ties  of  his  strutting  day?  We  think  it  is  a  bad  bargain. 
We  think  the  young  fellow  at  his  prayers  is  better  than 
the  man  with  his  speeches. 

Education  is  an  addition,  and  the  process  of  the  uni 
versity  is  a  subtraction.  Learning  is  not  education ;  learn 
ing  halts  at  the  mind ;  education  supposes  a  soul  and  its 
destiny  and  improves  the  one  and  considers  well  the 
other.  We  could  never  understand  why  the  professor 
should  hiss  from  the  stage  the  God  of  the  student.  The 
one  who  does  so  is  a  ghoul  and  a  demon.  Even  if  God 
were  only  a  fancy,  why  destroy  the  comfort?  That  God 
is,  is  as  evident  as  that  His  creature  is,  and  the  man  who 
clings  to  his  faith  has  more  than  the  one  who  has  none. 
Why  should  the  university  ape  Marius  on  the  ruins  of 
Carthage  and  not  feel  that  destruction  should  bring 
nothing  but  sorrow?  But  no,  our  inhuman  murderer  of 
happy  concepts  ignorantly  believes  the  atrocious  false 
hood  that  to  subtract  from  God  is  to  add  to  man ;  that 
to  destroy  religion  is  in  itself  an  acquired  idea;  that  to 
say  no  to  everything  the  past  deemed  sacred  is  bravery 
and  not  foolhardiness. 

What  does  the  university  for  the  nation?  The  land  is 
Christian,  but  our  fine  university  is  pagan.  Everything 
we  have  and  can  hope  for  as  the  perfection  of  our  gov 
ernment  is  the  sequence  of  the  experience  of  Christian 
generations,  and  over  all  this  the  university  would  throw 
its  baleful  and  destructive  influences.  It  would  fain  have 
man  without  a  hope,  the  land  without  a  law,  heaven  and 
earth  without  a  ruling  Providence.  Religion  it  eschews 
and  as  a  result  morality  is  only  a  nice  arrangement  among 
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men  and  not  a  solemn  obligation  towards  our  Eternal 
Judge.  Such  teaching  hammers  at  the  very  foundation 
of  our  society,  and  we  have  the  consequences  of  Sabbaths 
spent  in  bed  and  not  in  church,  and  an  occasional  (?) 
divorce  suit  to  indicate  the  instability  of  homes  that 
should  be  Christian  and  should  be  conducive  of  security 
in  the  multitude  of  homes  that  make  the  nation. 

Better  have  no  learning  than  false  learning,  better  the 
spade  with  a  pious  purpose  than  the  glib  tongue  that 
thinks  it  clever  to  vomit  blasphemy,  and  the  pen  that 
spills  ideas  black  as  the  ink  that  traces  them. 

Bishop  McFaul  deserves  the  applause  of  all  good  men, 
Protestant  as  well  as  Catholic,  in  holding  up  to  the  nation 
the  danger  that  menaces  from  the  Godless  university. 

We  can  do  without  the  university,  but  we  cannot 
progress  without  Christianity;  we  cannot  do  without 
sacrifice,  but  we  can  advance  without  self  and  every 
motive  that  has  self  for  its  beginning  and  ending.  Away 
with  the  foul  thing  that  mocks  divinity  and  poorly  under 
stands  the  scope  and  purpose  of  humanity!  Away  with 
the  infamous  president  or  professor  who  dares  to  destroy 
that  which  is  incomparably  dearer  than  any  restitution 
or  substitution  he  has  to  offer ! 


Immorality  Among  Collegians 

R.  T.  Crane,  millionaire  iron  manufacturer  of  Chicago, 
has  convulsed  society  with  a  declaration  that  the  great 
American  secular  universities  "do  more  harm  than  good." 
After  laborious  and  expensive  research,  he  tells  us  that 
95  per  cent,  of  the  collegians  are  drunkards,  and  most 
are  spendthrift  profligates.  He  ranks  Columbia  College 
the  worst  of  all,  because  of  its  proximity  to  the  centers 
of  vice  and  corruption,  but  Harvard,  Princeton  and 
Cornell  are  far  from  nobly  bringing  up  the  rear.  Of  the 
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students  of  Harvard,  he  says  without  fear  of  contradic 
tion,  that  90  per  cent,  drink  in  the  first  year  of  their 
college  life  and  95  per  cent,  in  the  last,  four  years  later. 
Speaking  of  Yale,  he  quotes  from  a  New  Haven  paper 
that  tells  of  the  immorality  of  students  in  the  presence 
of  two  thousand  depraved  women  in  that  small  town. 
He  substantiates  his  own  information  with  the  report  of 
Mr.  Mercer,  the  secretary  of  the  Colleges  of  North  Amer 
ica,  which  has  the  significant  fact  that  in  New  York  City 
alone  there  are  twelve  hundred  college-bred  men  in  jails 
and  slums. 

A  few  years  ago  when  Bishop  McFaul  of  Trenton 
assailed  the  terrible  conditions  of  our  universities,  the 
world  discounted  his  heroic  declarations  by  whispering 
tc  itself  memories  of  the  Spanish  Inquisition  as  it  looked 
upon  the  daring  Bishop,  and  doubtless,  occupied  with  its 
whisper,  it  forgot  the  Bishop,  but  the  Bishop  has  proved 
to  be  ahead  of  the  age  by  several  years.  Such  schools, 
as  we  are  fostering,  do  not  give  education  but  damnation. 
Instead  of  light  on  man's  destiny  they  impart  Stygian 
darkness ;  instead  of  truth  they  impart  falsehood  that 
touches  elbows  with  madness ;  instead  of  humility,  that 
will  make  strenuous  efforts  to  advance,  they  cherish  a 
self -sufficiency  that  undoes  intellectual  progress ;  instead 
of  preparing  men  for  life's  high  purposes,  they  graduate 
outcasts  that  the  world  is  waiting  to  kick  down  instead 
of  to  exalt;  instead  of  purity  of  heart,  they  engender  a 
gross,  crude  and  vulgar  purpose  that  has  no  use  for 
Divinity,  and  in  the  same  ratio  little  respect  for  human 
ity,  especially  their  own.  The  liar  and  deceiver  Haeckel 
takes  the  place  of  the  God  of  truth,  and  prayer  neither 
begins  nor  ends  the  wretched  travesty  on  learning. 

Let  Mr.  Crane  complete  his  work,  and  visit  our  uni 
versities,  and  he  will  make  a  splendid  antithesis  to  the 
credit  of  Catholicity. 

Father  Freiden,  president  af  St.  Louis  University, 
speaks  for  all  our  great  schools :  "The  fear  of  the  possi- 
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bilities  of  excess  referred  to  by  Mr.  Crane  forms  one  of 
the  most  powerful  reasons  for  the  existence  of  colleges 
and  universities  under  religious  control." 

Yes,  religion  alone  can  shape  the  heart,  brighten  the 
mind,  and  make  gracious  the  soul  of  man,  so  that  he  will 
be  true  to  himself,  to  his  country,  and  to  his  God. 

Man,  when  man's  guide,  has  his  feet  stuck  in  the  mud 
of  earth,  and  cannot  elevate  his  fellow ;  God  alone  can 
uplift  through  education,  and  education  is  truly  education 
when  religion  is  its  philosophy. 


Darwin's  Vagaries 

In  the  last  issue  of  the  Literary  Digest  there  is  a  very 
comprehensive  summary  of  arguments  of  great  scientists 
against  the  odd  speculations  of  Darwin,  once  hailed  as 
marvelous  originality. 

For  many  years  M.  de  Cyon  has  been  a  member  of  the 
faculty  of  sciences  in  the  University  of  St.  Petersburg. 
His  name  is  a  synonym  for  the  truth,  candor  and  honesty 
which  should  mark  the  searcher  for  intellectual  light  in 
the  recesses  of  science. 

This  venerable  man — every  line  of  whose  face  spells 
exalted  character,  as  shown  in  the  bas-relief  accompany 
ing  his  denunciation  of  the  barbarous  follies  of  the  Dar 
winian  schools — makes  some  interesting  quotations  from 
scientific  specialists  to  show  that  the  vagaries  of  Darwin 
were  foisted  on  a  thoughtless  world,  not  so  much  for  even 
their  specious  worth  as  that  they  met  a  need  of  modern 
atheism,  easily  satisfied  with  the  brag  and  bluster  of  that 
exploded  imposter,  Haeckel  of  Germany.  Haeckel  was 
the  trumpeter  of  Darwin's  wonderful  discoveries  that 
dethroned  the  Eternal,  but  the  world  had  not  long  to  wait 
to  learn  of  the  formal  false  tricks  wherewith  Haeckel 
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made  and  sold  books  that  are  today  not  even  good  jokes 
in  scientific  circles. 

Yet,  for  all,  M.  de  Cyon  declares  that  "for  decades, 
Haeckel's  books  have  been  given  to  students  by  our  inno 
cent  American  professors."  Viewed  in  the  light  of  this 
declaration,  how  fantastic  must  appear  the  intellectual 
capers  of  our  own  young  university  students  who  have 
reared  their  little  atheism  upon  their  "innocent  profes 
sors,"  and  the  "innocent  professor"  in  turn  upon  a  theory 
that  man  sprung  from  a  monkey,  which  monkey  theory 
was  buried  with  pomp  and  ceremony  at  the  centenary  of 
Darwin  and  Lamarck,  held  two  years  ago  in  London  and 
Paris,  after  it  had  been  duly  damned  by  its  advocate 
Haeckel,  who  has  been  hooted  for  his  falsifications,  as  an 
atrocious  liar.  Apropos  of  Haeckel's  effrontery,  Pro 
fessor  Paulsen  of  the  Berlin  University  says  he  "reddens 
with  shame"  at  his  name ;  De  Cyon  declares  that  there  is 
not  in  all  Haeckel's  works  "a  single  thought,"  and  Chuol- 
son,  the  physicist,  maintains  that  "all  that  Haeckel  ex 
plains  and  affirms  concerning  questions  of  physics  is 
false,  and  shows  an  ignorance  of  the  most  elementary 
problems,  which  is  hardly  believable." 

Against  the  "baroque  theory"  of  our  apish  ancestry, 
De  Cyon  quotes,  among  others,  Virchow,  who  declares 
that  fossils  always  show  men  and  apes  as  entirely  separate 
and  distinct  from  one  another  and,  moreover,  display 
men  as  degenerating  instead  of  marked  with  superior 
development. 

The  great  scientist  De  Cyon  ends  his  denunciation  of 
the  dead  and  buried  fancies  of  Darwin  with  a  Te  Deum 
tc  the  great  God,  declaring  "the  Creator  reigns  and  His 
spirit  governs." 

And  so  the  fools  pass,  and  the  school  of  Darwin  that 
was  heralded  as  The  Thing  has  been  held  up  to  the  gaze 
of  history  as  a  veritable  Dunciad.  Thus  perish  ever 
the  enemies  of  truth ! 


Socialism 


Socialism  and  Sin 

Socialism  may  be  called  the  strategy  of  anger,  and  as 
anger  is  ever  rash,  so  is  socialism  ever  illogical.  Lately 
we  read  in  the  Cincinnati  Post  an  editorial  asking  the 
question,  "Is  socialism  worse  than  monopoly?"  This  is 
a  poor  compliment  to  socialism  if  we  regard  how  monop 
oly  has  been  conducting  itself  recently,  but  the  sin  of 
monopoly  which  can  be  prevented,  as  monopoly  itself  can 
be  regulated  by  law,  is  not  so  bad  as  a  system  in  itself 
essentially  illegal,  and  warranted  neither  by  the  law  of 
God  nor  man.  "Better  bear  the  ills  we  have  than  fly  to 
those  we  know  not  of."  The  Post  asks  its  question  in 
rightful  indignation  over  the  infamous  answer  given  Dr. 
Spaulding  of  Chicago  who,  complaining  of  the  exorbitant 
price  of  antitoxin,  was  met  with  this  piece  of  brutality 
by  its  trust  manufacturer:  "Well,  it's  cheaper  than  a 
coffin,  isn't  it?" 

Of  course  this  is  diabolical — a  sentiment  fit  only  for 
the  mouth  of  Shylock,  who  cares  more  for  money  than 
for  men.  Socialism,  however,  cannot  find  a  reason  for 
its  being,  in  the  sins  of  men,  for  socialism,  itself  human, 
would  deal  with  the  human  and  sin.  The  old  order,  that 
socialism  would  fain  destroy,  bemoans  such  an  inhuman 
answer  and  has  ever  inveighed  against  such  with  all  its 
strength  and  with  all  the  might  of  heaven's  and  earth's 
laws.  Yet  such  iniquities  will  be,  and  socialism,  with  all 
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its  pretensions,  dare  not  promise  the  world  to  undo  such 
deviltry,  for  this  would  suppose  an  absurdity — the  power 
of  socialism  to  recreate  human  society. 


Socialism's  Blasphemy 

The  bomb-throwing  in  New  York  City  calls  forth 
again  condemnation  of  the  socialistic  principles  that  are 
worming  themselves  slyly  into  the  hearts  and  minds  of 
unsuspecting  men,  who  are  hourly  being  deceived  by  the 
fair  appearances  that  cover  desired  murder  of  home, 
State  and  Church.  Engels,  Ferri,  Herron,  Marx,  the 
highpriests  of  socialism,  are  all  enemies  of  the  sacrament 
of  marriage  and  of  everything  sacramental  in  character, 
as  well  as  of  authority  that  solidifies  States  and  begets 
respect  for  their  behests. 

Socialism  is  the  greatest  modern  foe  of  our  liberties, 
and  touches  elbows  with  anarchy,  just  as  closely  as  in 
the  domain  of  religion  does  heresy  infidelity. 

The  communist  will  say  there  ought  to  be  no  poor ; 
let  there  be  no  rich ;  take  from  the  rich  man  his  palace, 
and  make  of  every  room  a  beggar's  home !  Society  will 
have  its  poor  and  rich,  its  ignorant  and  scholarly,  just  as 
it  had,  has,  and  will  have  its  virtuous  and  vicious.  True, 
men  are  "born  equal,"  but  circumstances  are  different  for 
all,  and  men  will  be  molded  according  to  the  accidents  of 
their  being.  This  always  has  been  and  this  shows  the 
moral  necessity  of  its  continuance.  To  attempt  to  change 
society  based  upon  the  rights  of  property,  is  to  act 
insanely ;  it  is  to  attempt  to  reverse  the  maxim,  "The  one 
who  thinks  must  govern  him  who  toils" ;  it  is  to  set  a 
premium  on  loaferism  by  making  the  idler  equal  in  rights 
and  possessions  to  the  laborer;  it  is  to  take  away  the 
prize  from  ingenuity,  and  bring  art,  letters  and  science  to 
an  eternal  standstill ;  it  is  to  destroy  the  ten  command 
ments,  one  of  which  thunders,  "Thou  shalt  not  steal !" ;  it 
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is  to  invent  an  administration  whose  thousand  officers 
would  see  to  every  petty  item  of  the  day's  doings  so  that 
the  equality  socialism  desires  would  be  maintained,  and 
all  this  has  only  to  be  spoken  to  be  pronounced  absurd, 
impossible,  impracticable,  as  well  as  preposterous  and 
blasphemous. 

The  Church,  the  home  of  the  poor,  the  haven  of 
troubled  minds,  and  the  hospital  of  the  afflicted,  alone 
can  solve  by  her  teaching  the  problems  of  society,  for  she 
has  more  than  once  "deposed  the  powerful  and  exalted 
him  of  low  degree,"  and  ever  treats  poor  and  rich  alike 
in  questions  of  rights. 


Socialism's  Reality 

Most  men,  who  have  not  the  time  nor  opportunity  to 
study  the  character  of  socialism,  believe  that  it  is  a 
befogged  fancy  clinging  to  the  damp  garments  of  dis 
contented  poverty,  beginning  in  nothing  and  ending 
nowhere ;  an  affair  of  heart  without  any  head  or  mind  to 
guide  its  destiny;  an  idle  word  at  which  a  politician 
catches  to  commiserate  with  the  poor,  principally  by  mis 
leading  them  in  evoking  envy  of  wealth  and  hatred  of 
the  rich,  or,  at  best,  a  dream  begotten  in  the  curtained 
night  of  ignorance  that  the  coming  morrow's  culture  will 
naturally  and  logically  dispel. 

There  could  be  nothing  farther  from  the  truth,  for 
socialism  is  no  fancy,  no  spasm  of  pity  for  the  wretched, 
no  nightmare  of  a  sordid  set  who  know  not  what  they 
want  and  would  not  know  their  wants  were  they  shown 
them,  but  a  dangerous  amalgam  of  hatred  for  the  name 
of  the  humble  Christ,  whose  teaching  is  blasphemously 
blamed  for  the  condition  of  the  poor  He  loved  and  of 
whom  He  was  one,  of  contempt  for  some  good  fortune 
which  is  falsely  deemed  the  reason  of  others'  failure,  and 
of  direct  and  formal  antagonism  to  all  authority  that  be- 
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jewels  Christian  civilization.  Scorn  for  law  that  it  would 
call  liberty,  pity  for  the  poor  that  it  would,  indeed, 
impoverish  by  robbing  them  of  the  joys  and  promises  of 
the  gospel,  compounded  with  arrogance  that  would  pro 
pose  to  equalize  the  lot  and  resources  of  all  men,  thus 
doing  in  a  day  what  mighty  Christianity  never  essayed, 
according  to  the  words  of  its  Master,  "The  poor  you  have 
always  with  you."  Such  is  socialism,  a  well-arranged 
system  that  solely  counts  on  human  endeavor,  makes 
earth  the  terminus  of  all  its  energies,  and,  subtracting 
God  from  its  calculations  and  His  native  heaven,  is  essen 
tially  impious,  blasphemous  and  infidel  in  all  its  purposes, 
and  in  every  shade  and  substance  of  its  character. 

Socialism  is  already  a  dread  reality  and  not  a  disturb 
ing  headache  of  modern  progress,  sick  from  too  much 
going,  not  a  good-natured  mistake  pardonable  because 
of  its  presumed  heart  for  the  afflicted  or  hungry ;  it  has 
its  own  philosophy  which  teaches  its  pupils  how  to  be  in 
turn  teachers  of  malicious  vaporings,  and  how  not  to 
wait  upon  or  consider  in  any  way  the  teachings  of  Church 
or  State ;  it  has  its  subtle  subterfuges  under  which  it 
hedges  its  designs,  and  it  rejoices  in  its  myriads  of 
devotees.  We  say  it  is  a  reality  resting  on  a  very  school 
of  philosophy. 

Marx  wrote  "Capital,"  which  has  been  named  "The 
bible  of  the  working  class."  In  it  the  whole  scheme  of 
socialism  is  logically  built  up,  its  end  proposed,  the 
means  dictated,  and  the  revolution  that  it  intends  to 
create  applauded  and  eulogized.  Christianity  is  openly 
proclaimed  the  enemy,  and  to  supersede  Christianity  is 
the  proposed  desideratum. 

Engels  follows  with  a  translation  of  Marx  and  a  work 
of  his  own,  supplementary  of  his  master's  tenets,  "Social 
ism,  Utopian  and  Scientific." 

Then,  in  Germany,  we  have  quickly  following  Bebel 
and  Liebknecht  and  Kantsky  and  Dietzgen,  all  clever 
works  to  propagate  a  diabolical  innovation. 
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In  England  Bax  and  Blatchford  and  Vandervelde 
learnedly  add  their  scientific  aids  to  the  proper  systema 
tizing  of  socialism. 

In  our  own  land  wonderful  activity  is  lately  made 
manifest  in  Simons'  "American  Farmer,"  Untermann's 
"Science  and  Religion,"  and  Charles  Vails'  "Modern 
Socialism,"  books  which  make  Hillquit  exultantly  cry 
out,  "Socialism  has  ceased  to  be  an  exotic  in  this 
country." 

So  that  there  may  be  no  guessing,  at  the  religious 
principles  of  the  new  movement,  let  us  incline  our  ear 
and  hear  its  oracles. 

Dietzgen  proclaims :  "If  religion  consists  in  the  belief 
of  supernatural  beings  and  forces,  then  socialism  has  no 
religion."  Bebel  exclaims,  "In  politics  we  profess  repub 
licanism,  in  economics  socialism,  in  religion  atheism," 
and  the  New  York  Volkszeitung  sums  up  the  absence  of 
faith  from  socialism  in  this  question:  "How  can  the 
laborer  who  believes  in  God  develop  revolutionary  forces 
to  overthrow  authority  and  social  order  which,  according 
to  his  faith,  are  instituted  by  God?" 

From  these  pronouncements  we  can  see  what  havoc 
would  be  wrought  if  the  warcry  of  the  movement  would 
be  literally  heeded :  "Proletarians,  workers  of  the  world, 
unite!"  The  union  would  be  the  obliteration  of  every 
thing  high  and  holy ;  it  would  fain  have  earth  without  a 
law,  man  without  a  conscience,  heaven  without  a  God. 

Nor  are  we  to  suppose  that  socialism  takes  on  the 
color  and  form  of  the  land  where  it  is  propagated  and, 
because  of  national  character,  produces  disjointed  results? 
Not  so.  After  the  Catholicity  of  our  faith  there  is 
nothing  on  earth  so  entirely  catholic  in  its  efforts.  It 
has  its  international  bureau  at  Brussels,  and  at  its  last 
world's  congress,  1908,  at  Stuttgart,  it  had  900  delegates 
representing  twenty-five  countries.  Protestantism,  com 
pared  to  its  solidarity,  is  disintegration.  The  thirty 
million  adherents  to  socialism  swear  by  Marx,  who  has 
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cleverly  used  his  power  to  appear  the  emancipator  of  the 
poor,  when  in  reality  he  makes  earth  for  them  hell  and 
destroys  the  heaven  beyond. 

How  far  removed,  then,  should  our  Catholic  laborers 
keep  from  the  smiling  and  solicitous  agent  who  would 
have  sociability  stand  for  socialism  until  it  would  trap 
the  unwary!  How  they  should  cling  to  the  cause  of 
religion,  whose  light  is  ever  about  them  in  darkness  and 
sorrow — with  its  teaching  and  sacraments,  giving  the 
weak  strength,  the  strong  hope,  the  hopeful  perseverance, 
the  persevering  heaven !  Earth  will  be  earth  while  time 
lasts,  and  Marx  and  the  rest  can  no  more  root  up  the 
multitudinous  weeds  from  the  world's  fields,  empty  with 
his  hand  the  depths  of  ocean,  or  eclipse  with  his  five 
fingers  the  noonday  sun,  than  can  he  cure  "the  ills  that 
flesh  is  heir  to"  by  re-establishing  society  on  his  Utopian 
and  infidel  lines.  The  Church  of  the  poor,  with  its  divine 
Founder  poor,  its  religious  orders  willing  advocates  of 
poverty,  and  earth  regarded  as  a  stepping-stone  to  ever 
lasting  riches,  can  alone  reform  a  world  by  making 
poverty  be  content  with  its  lot  in  its  hope  for  heaven, 
and  riches  "poor  in  spirit,"  so  that  earth  may  not  be 
considered  its  perpetual  goal. 


Socialism's  Latest  Pronouncements 

That  socialism  is  the  most  active  form  of  atheism  dare 
not  any  more  be  denied  by  anyone — is  not  denied  by  its 
propagators.  It  is  the  most  insidious  enemy  of  Christian 
civilization,  and  differs  in  its  electric  energy  from 
ordinary  infidelity,  which  is  often  passive  in  character 
and  contented  to  live  in  a  lethargic  state. 

In  the  beginning  this  subtle  system  lied  about  its 
principles  and  purposes,  declaring  to  the  unwary  that  it 
was  a  question  of  economics  and  gave  perfect  freedom 
in  the  belief  and  exercise  of  religious  matters.  Now  it 
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has  thrown  off  the  mask,  and  charity  for  the  poor,  which 
seemed  to  be  its  kindly  concern,  shows  to  be  fierce  hatred 
of  God  and  all  things  holy.  The  appearance  of  kindness 
entrapped  many  thoughtless  and  disgruntled  minds,  and 
perfectly  applicable  to  the  whole  enterprise  is  what 
Dryden  sings  in  his  Absalom  and  Architophel — 

"Some  truth  there  was,  but  dash'd  and  brew'd  with  lies, 
To  please  the  fools  and  puz/.le  many  wise." 

Mr.  Goldstein,  an  Englishman  who  was  a  high  officer 
among  the  counselors  and  promoters  of  socialism,  but 
who  had  the  luck  to  see  the  awful  conclusions  of  his 
course  and  turned  away  penitent  from  the  source  of  his 
criminality,  declares,  "A  vote  cast  for  socialism  is  a  vote 
cast  for  the  destruction  of  those  institutions  which 
promote  and  sustain  civilization,  namely,  the  Church, 
the  State  and  the  monogamic  family."  For  all  the  ills  of 
life,  the  socialist  would  give  his  Utopian  schemes  for  a 
panacea,  and  would  destroy  everything  to  cure  every 
thing. 

The  Church  is  first  choice  for  socialism's  onslaught, 
for  well  does  the  devil  know  and  the  votaries  that  he 
inspires  to  do  his  work,  that  the  Church  is  the  foundation 
of  Christian  society  and  states,  the  only  bulwark  of 
marriage  and  of  the  home,  its  sacred  resultant. 

It  is  strange  to  note  the  queer  somersaults  socialism 
makes  in  the  argument  warranting  its  existence.  Dr. 
Aveling  treats  us  to  this  bit  of  Aristotelian  philosophy: 
"The  two  curses  of  our  country  and  time  are  capitalism 
and  Christianity.  ...  A  blow  at  one  is  a  blow  at 
both." 

Here  Christianity  is  another  name  for  Catholicity,  for 
never  yet  did  socialist  do  anything  save  court  heresy 
wherever  found.  He  well  knows  that  heresy  "gently 
slopes  the  way"  to  infidelity,  and  this  is  the  great  desi 
deratum  of  his  scheming  theories.  Let  us  look  at  this 
impious  declaration!  Is  not  the  Catholic  Church  essen- 
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tially  the  home  of  the  poor?  Was  not  the  gentle  and 
poor  Christ  its  founder?  Were  not  Catholic  religious 
orders  the  grandest  exponents  of  sacrifice,  not  owning 
as  individuals  the  clothes  they  wear?  Was  capitalism 
ever  a  force  in  the  Church  to  explain  away  creeds  or 
gospels?  What  principle  can  it  buy?  Name  the  law  it 
has  changed?  Does  not  the  poor  man  receive  the  very 
same  sacraments  as  the  rich  as  he  kneels  at  God's  altar ; 
and  in  the  confessional  is  it  not  a  question  of  dealing  with 
souls  and  not  pocket  books  ?  Among  the  Church's  saints, 
has  she  not  poor  vermin-eaten  beggars  as  well  as  kings, 
whose  relics  we  kiss  with  reverence  and  whose  names  we 
speak  in  whispers  of  awe?  Among  her  popes,  has  she 
not  had  cowherds  as  well  as  counts  ?  Has  she  not  appre 
ciated  intellectual  worth  and  rare  sanctity  wherever 
found,  and  does  she  not  lead  all,  irrespective  of  caste  or 
color,  to  heights  sublime  and  to  heavenly  raiment  ?  How, 
then,  can  "a  blow  at  capitalism  be  a  blow  at  Catholicity," 
since  sacrifice  is  the  essence  of  Catholicism's  life,  the 
cross  of  immolation  its  symbol,  and  since  poverty  is 
preached  as  a  crowning  glory? 

The  Comrade  of  New  York  recently  had  an  editorial 
in  which  was  this  sapient  morsel  of  thought:  "Socialism 
Christianized  is  socialism  emasculated  and  destroyed." 
The  leaders,  then,  of  socialism  are  all  atheists,  socialism 
itself  is  atheism,  and  its  purposes  are  subversive  of  the 
existing  forms  of  Christian  civilization.  No  Catholic 
can  be  a  socialist;  one  might  as  well  say  that  he  can  be 
an  American  patriot  and  still  engage  all  his  faculties  to 
foment  rebellion  and  destroy  the  constitution,  as  to  say 
that  he  can  be  true  to  his  faith  and  be  employed  in  the 
destruction  of  his  Church  and  all  the  happy  sequences 
that  flow  therefrom.  Let  Catholics  not  be  deceived  by 
false  flattery  and  oily  solicitude  for  the  poor.  The 
Catholic  Church  alone  has  been  the  mother  of  the  poor, 
is  their  guide  from  earth's  cabins  to  heaven's  castles,  and 
socialism  has  nothing  to  substitute  for  religious  comforts 
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and  hopes  it  would  fain  destroy.  Socialism  is  atheism, 
its  principles  infidel,  its  purposes  to  destroy  what  Bax, 
the  socialist,  calls  "the  other  world,  with  all  its  stage 
properties,"  by  which  he  means  hell,  heaven  and  purga 
tory,  and  make  the  gold  of  this  world  supplant  the  goal 
of  another  in  the  hearts,  minds  and  souls  of  men. 


Socialism's  Declaration  of  War 

And  has  it  come  to  this  that  socialism,  which  always 
professed  such  solicitude  for  the  religious  faith  of  its 
subjects,  should  now  throw  off  the  hypocritical  mask  and 
stand  in  all  its  bare  and  repulsive  ugliness  ?  The  deed  has 
been  done  by  a  big  blusterer  from  the  Northwest  named 
Berger.  In  the  New  York  Times  of  June  5,  1910,  this 
oracle  of  socialism  flies  his  kite,  and  we  like  others  stood 
mouth-open  at  the  fantastic  process.  Here  is  socialist 
sentiment  with  a  vengeance  that  should  be  copied  in  every 
paper  in  the  land  as  a  warning  to  the  unwary  who  have 
been  led  to  believe  that  socialism  had  only  the  interest 
of  the  poor  man  at  heart,  would  fain  add  to  his  posses 
sions  and  not  dare  to  subtract  from  any  of  his  hopes  for 
betterment  here  or  hereafter.  Read  and  judge  for 
yourself : 

"The  Roman  Catholic  Church  is  organized  as  we  are,  inter 
nationally.  In  the  long  run  it  will  come  down  to  that — a  fight 
between  the  forces  of  darkness  and  the  forces  of  light,  between 
the  forces  of  reaction  and  the  forces  of  progress.  The  Roman 
Catholic  Church,  as  you  know,  has  stood  for  everything  that  went 
backward.  Do  you  remember  how  it  opposed  the  introduction  of 
window  glass?  But  there  is  no  use  piling  up  instances." 

Let  us  comment,  as  Berger  goes.  That  socialism  is 
here  as  it  is  there,  and  there  as  it  is  yonder,  gives  its 
villainy  a  cosmopolitan  rascality  that  certainly  does  not 
help  its  character.  That  it  is  universally  based  on  the 
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same  principles,  is  no  longer  to  be  questioned,  and  that 
this  unanimity  of  its  followers  gives  it  strength,  is 
undeniable.  As  far  as  man  can  copy,  socialists  have  in 
their  scheme  modeled  their  purposes  on  the  grand  plan 
of  the  Church  herself.  There  is  no  Protestant  "right  of 
private  judgment"  granted  the  followers  of  this  new 
species  of  anarchy.  Catholicity  is  aped  while  Catholi- 
cirm's  mind  and  manner  are  attacked.  Is  Berger  an 
awful  blunderer  or  a  comedian?  How  can  the  Church 
"stand  for  everything  that  went  backward"?  How  to 
stand  while  you  retreat,  is  a  miracle  that  would  make 
those  of  our  faith  pale!  Look  out,  Mr.  Berger,  or  you 
will  stumble  over  your  feet  into  the  Church ! 

Yes,  it  certainly  is  a  battle  royal  between  the  Catholic 
Church  and  socialism.  No  other  church  has  any  warrant 
to  enter  the  lists,  and  the  challenge  pronounces  the  fact 
that  the  Church,  and  she  alone,  must  stand  against  this 
new  opponent  that  would  "erase  the  infamy"  called  the 
State.  Well  may  the  Church  be  blessed  for  the  enemies 
she  makes ;  they  tell  her  purpose  from  without  what  she 
declares  herself  from  within,  and  surely  the  Church  in 
America  has  a  golden  opportunity  to  show  the  State  how 
kindred  to  her  teachings  are  the  principles  upon  which 
the  American  constitution  itself  is  raised.  The  Church, 
Mr.  Berger,  is  "not  coming  to  this ;"  she  is  there  already 
and  has  been  there,  fighting  false  gods  from  the  time 
when  the  devil  grinned  as  Christ  groaned  on  Calvary. 

Mr.  Berger  is  too  funny.  He  says  to  his  interviewer, 
by  way  of  illustrating  the  soundness  of  the  declarations 
he  makes,  that  the  Church  opposed  the  introduction  of 
window  glass,  and  then,  doubtless,  twisting  his  fierce 
moustache,  he  says,  "There  is  no  use  piling  up  instances." 
Well,  if  all  the  instances  are  as  brittle  as  this  one,  they 
are  certainly  glass.  Now,  we  supposed  that  we  had  read 
every  calumny  pronounced  against  the  Church,  but  this 
joker,  appealing  to  the  consciousness  of  his  interviewer, 
ic  the  limit  of  boundless  buffoonery. 
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It  is  a  very  axiom  in  history  that,  although  the  Egyp 
tians  and  Phoenicians  made  glass,  it  was  the  Catholic 
Church  in  its  first  years  that  adapted  it  to  her  temples. 
One  of  the  first  works  that  time  has  preserved  to  us  is 
on  the  art  of  making  glass,  by  the  monk  Theophilus.  To 
the  Church  that  brought  the  light  of  faith  to  the  nations, 
glass  was  particularly  attractive,  as  it  admitted  the  sun 
of  heaven.  The  first  mention  of  colored  glass  in  cathedral 
windows  is  made  in  the  time  of  Pope  Leo  III,  in  the 
beginning  of  the  ninth  century,  but  glass  of  a  more 
common  class  was  used  extensively  in  the  immense 
windows  of  churches  built  from  the  third  to  the  tenth 
century.  Mr.  Berger,  did  you  ever  hear  of  the  Gesuati 
monks,  the  famous  glass  painters  of  the  fifteenth  century  ? 
From  what  molehill  do  you  hail  ? 

No,  the  Church  always  used  glass,  particularly  proper 
to  show  forth  the  images  of  Christ  and  His  saints,  whose 
glory  is  another  name  for  rays  of  light  and  beauty.  To 
destroy  the  windows  of  the  cathedrals  you  would  undo 
an  inestimable  treasure  in  one  of  art's  best  departments. 

So,  Mr.  Berger,  you  ought  to  remember,  since  you 
have  such  an  excellent  memory,  that  they  who  live  in 
glass  houses  should  not  throw  stones,  and  of  all  the  fragile 
substances  in  the  domain  of  human  thought,  the  prin 
ciples  of  socialism  are  easily  the  first. 


Socialism's  Pitiable  Dreams 

Many  times  in  the  history  of  this  world  have  men 
dreamed  of  transforming  it  by  some  talismanic  process, 
so  that  it  would  be  everything  that  could  be  desired. 
Plato's  republic  was  an  ideal  of  the  great  philosopher, 
who  gave  even  the  details  of  the  regime  that  would  bring 
happiness  to  every  citizen.  Sir  Thomas  More's  Utopia 
was  a  good-natured  but  impossible  scheme  along  the  lines 
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of  the  ancient  pagan's  brilliant  fancy.  Sir  Philip  Sidney's 
Arcadia  was  kindred  in  character  to  both  Plato's  and 
More's  desires  to  see  humanity  content  here.  All  these 
plans  were  more  the  expression  of  the  heart  than  of 
correct  logic,  the  sequence  of  facts.  These  scholars  were 
not  dealing  with  men  as  they  are,  but  with  a  state  they 
would  wish  to  exist.  Supposing  all  men  to  be  what  these 
great  writers  were — that  is,  supposing  they  knew  them 
selves — their  theories  might  then  realize  in  fact ;  but  they 
were  conscious  how  different  were  the  myriads  of  men 
from  the  subjects  of  their  day-dreams.  And  we  know 
that  great  as  they  were  there  were  depths  in  their  own 
character  that  they  never  fathomed.  Tolstoi,  in  our  year, 
1909,  has  desires  for  the  betterment  of  man  that  will 
pass  away,  since  man  is  what  he  is;  self-interest  and 
greed  rule  his  purposes,  and  if  he  does  not  heed  the  God 
who  made  him  he  will  not  conform  to  the  mold  designed 
by  his  fellows,  no  matter  who  they  are  or  what  greatness 
gives  them  stature.  God  made  man  and  the  world  in 
which  he  lives,  and  no  plan  of  man  can  change  man  or 
give  the  year  another  season  or  make  heaven  of  our 
globe.  Earth  will  be  earth,  after  it  has  been  enriched 
with  heaven's  best  gifts  in  the  form  of  religion,  educa 
tion  and  grace,  the  one  wherewith  man  may  learn  his 
destiny,  the  other  that  he  may  perfect  his  mind  and  gild 
life's  purposes,  and  the  third  that  death  may  be  a  door 
to  glory  everlasting. 

Impatient  or  mad  schemes  will  never  solve  the  problems 
of  life;  they  will  only  give  the  poor  more  poverty  by 
taking  from  them  the  hope  of  heaven,  and  will  make  the 
wealthy  more  cursed  by  destroying  in  them  any  desire 
for  a  hereafter.  Without  religion,  everything  is  inex 
plicable;  with  faith  in  God,  the  world's  puzzles  are 
solved,  for  earth  is  understood  to  be  only  a  muddy  step 
ping-stone  to  immortal  bliss.  With  faith  man  knows 
himself  by  knowing  his  God,  and  he  learns  to  have  less 
faith  in  self  and  more  in  his  Maker,  and  he  will  be  ever 
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ignorant  of  self  if  he  knows  nothing  of  his  heavenly 
parentage. 

These  reflections  are  the  outcome  of  the  reading  of  an 
article  in  the  Contemporary  Review.  "After  all,"  says 
this  powerful  and  lustrous  plea  for  a  bad  cause,  "those 
who  want  socialism  want  it  because  they  want  liberty, 
because  they  are  tired  of  being  crushed  and  thwarted  in 
a  confused  and  planless  world  where  men  and  peoples 
struggle  and  die  without  knowing  for  what  they  struggle 
or  why  they  live."  This  is  the  desperate  wail  of  an 
agnostic's  mind,  that  counts  out  the  designs  of  God  from 
the  affairs  of  men,  and  becomes  as  false  as  a  philosophy 
of  history  that  would  omit  the  thoughts  of  God  made 
manifest  in  the  workings  of  ages !  Because  men  are  tired 
of  the  wrongs  wrought  under  one  system  does  not  suppose 
that  they  are  reaching  out  to  liberty  if  they  desire 
another.  Men  following  such  counsel  as  this  writer  had 
better  beware  that  in  stepping  out  of  the  way  of  a  train 
on  one  track  they  will  not  be  run  over  on  the  way  they 
believe  clear.  Because  things  go  wrong  with  a  man, 
gives  him  no  warrant  to  stab  to  death  men  and  systems 
and  proclaim  "Liberty."  This  was  the  liberty  that 
anarchy  lately  proclaimed  in  Spain,  when  Ferrer  would 
fain  sit  on  the  wrecks  of  Barcelona.  Liberty  is  not  an 
angry  passion;  it  is  the  child  of  law,  and  law  is  an 
embodiment  of  reason.  Liberty  is  not  two  wrongs — 
the  wrong  of  the  oppressed  on  the  oppressor  and  the 
wrong  of  the  oppressor  on  the  oppressed.  Liberty  is  an 
angel  of  right  distributing  the  joys  of  justice  on  all  with 
a  lavish  hand. 

True  men  pity  the  poor ;  sympathize  with  labor ; 
bemoan  distress  if  it  be  hunger  for  want  of  food  or  as 
dearth  of  justice,  but  we  must  remember  that  the  poor 
will  always  be,  and  they  are  blind  guides  who  preach  that 
earth  should  be  a  heaven,  and  that  happiness  can  be 
reached  here.  Wealth,  while  it  has  a  golden  glow,  is 
often  absolutely  wretched.  In  the  wealthy,  who  are 
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greedy,  avarice  dries  up  the  blood,  shrivels  the  heart,  and 
makes  the  soul  a  stranger  to  Christian  principles,  while 
poverty  can  claim  Christ  for  a  brother,  and  as  its  kindred, 
an  army  of  sainted  monks  and  nuns  who  do  not  own  the 
clothes  wherewith  they  are  covered,  and  yet  in  their  happy 
state  chant  on  earth  the  hosannas  they  will  continue  in 
eternity. 

Socialism's  sins  are  infidelities — a  belief  that  earth 
should  be  better,  since  it  is  the  great  end-all,  and  a  trust 
in  the  fairness  of  men  taking  the  place  of  confidence  in 
God,  all  disguised  by  a  seeming  championship  of  the 
rights  of  the  poor,  making  a  strange  contrast  to  the  desire 
of  the  champions  themselves  to  be  rich. 


Socialism's  Demagoguery 

What  Malcolm  says  of  the  Thane  of  Cawdor,  would  be 
true  of  Count  Tolstoi's  passing — "Nothing  in  his  life 
became  him  like  his  leaving  it."  The  poor,  heartbroken 
wife  is  a  fine  exemplification  of  the  wives  that  1910 
socialism  would  make.  Theories  would  ruthlessly  usurp 
the  place  of  marriage  vows,  and  foggy  foibles  would  be 
preferred  to  the  steps  to  home's  threshold  and  its  bright 
delights.  Socialism  has  received  a  new  impetus  since 
Victor  Berger  of  Milwaukee  was  recently  elected  to 
congress,  and  Illinois,  Wisconsin,  Minnesota,  Pennsyl 
vania,  Ohio  and  Massachusetts  sent  thirty-five  members 
to  their  various  legislatures,  with  California,  Kansas, 
Montana,  Oklahoma  and  New  Jersey  showing  their 
sympathy  at  the  polls  with  no  uncertain  expression. 
Undoubtedly  the  airy  nothings  of  socialism  have  found 
a  place  in  the  homes  of  the  poor.  Deceived  by  the 
specious  interest  of  this  new  scheme  of  progress,  the 
laborer  has  left  his  hopes  of  heaven  for  trust  in  earth. 
The  demagogue's  word  has  been  taken  in  the  place  of  the 
certain  promises  of  God,  and  the  poor  man  has  received 
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socialism,  that  has  done  nothing  for  mankind,  as  a 
substitute  for  Christianity  that  has  blessed  labor  and 
cursed  slavery,  whose  Founder  was  the  foster-son  of 
Joseph  the  Carpenter,  and  who  exalted  womanhood  by 
crowning  as  Queen  of  Angels  the  mother  of  the  Lord. 

Utopian  dreams  of  a  transfigured  earth  and  of  a 
universal  equality  have  turned  the  heads  of  men  who,  in 
their  own  varied  efforts  to  reach  equality  for  others,  show 
best  inequality  in  their  own  powers.  The  mere  pointing 
out  of  abuses,  as  the  high  cost  of  living  and  the  faults  in 
all  human  government,  with  the  tears  that  socialism  sheds 
for  them,  is  taken  as  a  foolish  reason  why  it  will  rectify 
them.  The  Church  has  always  pitied  the  poor  and  truly 
helped  them  on  their  rough  road  here  and  buoyed  them 
through  their  sorrows  to  joys  eternal.  No  doubt  Tolstoi's 
death  will  be  a  new  "resurrection"  of  the  empty  dream- 
ings  of  this  new  deception,  which  would  be  harmless  were 
it  only  a  social  folly,  but  is  diabolical,  as  it  aims  at  Christ 
and  tries  hard  to  put  man's  schemes  in  the  place  of  God's 
principles. 

Socialism  is  no  longer  a  skulking  coward,  but  a  daring 
devil  that  will  have  its  whack  at  mankind,  always  wise  the 
day  after,  and  reaching  wisdom  through  folly.  Anarchy 
is  the  great  objective  of  socialism  which  will  not  retreat 
from  its  purposes,  but  will,  with  a  perversion  most  perse 
vering,  establish  the  greatest  problem  that  civilized  society 
will  have  to  encounter.  With  deception  of  the  poor  and 
hatred  of  the  rich,  its  methods  are  subversive  in  a 
supreme  degree  of  faith  and  charity,  order  and  obedience, 
and  everything  man  holds  dear. 

The  Church,  however,  is  no  stranger  to  all  the  needs  of 
society,  and  will  face  the  new  foe  with  the  same  calm 
and  forceful  intrepidity  that  it  met  in  the  ages  the 
thousand  brutal  Neros  that  would  destroy  faith,  undo 
true  humanity,  and  capsize  an  orderly  though  imperfect 
world.  Better  that  the  poor  should  die  "howling  for 
bread,"  as  the  Irish  did  in  their  ditches,  than  that  they 
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should  deliver  themselves  to  designing  knaves,  agents  of 
hell,  who  take  poverty  from  its  prayers  and  make  the 
world  the  end-all  of  existence.  Let  every  Catholic  man 
do  his  best  to  undeceive  his  fellows  about  this  new  solici 
tude  of  socialism,  that  is  in  reality  selfish  in  itself  and 
diabolical  in  its  purposes,  and  let  him  uphold  the  prin 
ciples  of  the  Church  that  have  coped  with  error  since 
Calvary's  Martyr  proclaimed  truth's  last  word,  in  his 
declaration,  "it  is  consummated."  Earth  is  not  heaven, 
socialism  to  the  contrary,  but  only  a  stepping-stone 
thereto. 


Socialism  Unmasking 

The  Italian  Socialist  Federation  has  been  holding  its 
national  congress  in  Utica  and,  among  other  things 
inimical  to  Christian  faith  in  1911,  it  gave  this  utterance: 
All  churches  "are  against  the  emancipation  of  the  working 
classes  and  for  the  protection  and  perpetuation  of  capital 
ism  and  moral  and  economic  slavery." 

As  a  sequence  to  this  expression,  it  resolved  that  its 
members  "must  sever  their  affiliations  with  any  and  all 
existing  churches  and  religious  organizations  and  refrain 
from  all  religious  practices  and  rites." 

Socialism  is  becoming  honest  in  its  antipathy  to  Catholic 
faith.  A  time  there  was  when  it  masqueraded  with  a 
surprised  face  that  any  one  would  dare  charge  it  with 
interfering  with  the  conscience  of  its  followers.  Now 
it  will  not  do  to  say  that  this  is  the  particular  voice  of  a 
set  of  socialists  out  of  time  with  the  great  body.  Not  so ! 
Socialism  is  now  international,  so  that  every  socialist  the 
world  over  believes  in  the  precepts  and  practices  of  the 
great  center  in  Brussels.  Every  member  and  every 
council  agree  in  the  universal  blasphemy  that  God  has  all 
things  wrong  with  the  poor  man — that  socialism  will 
correct  this  world,  and,  instead- of  having  it  a  stepping- 
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stone  to  hereafter  happiness,  will  manufacture  a  heaven 
here.  Socialism  never  doubts  its  capability  to  redeem 
humanity  from  its  wrongs  and  to  recast  it  in  a  mold 
where  right  alone  will  prevail.  In  its  execrable  arrogance 
it  does  not  doubt  that  the  human  will  be  human  still — 
human  in  its  thought,  human  in  its  deed,  human  in  its 
greed.  Of  all  the  blasphemous  and  diabolical  plans  to 
blast  the  earth  and  sever  the  poor  man's  hope  from  his 
heaven,  socialism  is  beyond  question  the  worst.  In  noting 
the  sorrows  and  grievances  of  the  poor,  it  pretends  to  be 
the  cure-all.  Having  done  nothing  for  mankind,  except 
destroy  his  faith  in  God  and  his  trust  in  immortality,  it 
struts  around  the  world  with  an  assumption  laughable 
to  the  thoughtful,  but  to  the  eye  of  the  thoughtless  a 
merited  parade.  Its  food  is  chaff ;  its  ideals  fog ;  its  feet 
clay;  its  whole  purpose  mad.  It  would  undo  the  here 
after  and  make  of  earth  a  hell  of  discontent.  It  would, 
in  its  atheism,  do  more  than  impeach  the  rule  of  Provi 
dence  :  it  would  fain  say  that  earthly  conditions  were 
accidental — a  mere  drift  of  circumstances  that  man  can 
rectify,  and  with  a  conceited  ahem,  it  tells  a  foolish  world 
to  watch  it  mend  all  things  forever.  It  assails  the  Catholic 
Church  as  the  enemy  of  the  poor  man,  when  in  point  of 
fact  our  glorious  mother  has  had  a  fisherman  as  its  first 
crowned  head,  a  swineherd  at  another  time,  and  today  a 
peasant  with  all  the  rural  honesty  of  a  child  of  the  fields. 
In  order  to  make  sufferable  the  grievances  of  the  poor, 
the  Church  has  her  religious  orders  where  men  and 
women  of  wealth  and  intellect  deny  themselves  every 
worldly  possession.  The  gentle  Christ,  the  founder  of 
the  Church,  was  rated  by  society  in  His  time  as  "the  Son 
of  Joseph,  the  carpenter,"  and  carried  sacrifice  for  the 
love  of  man  to  the  crimson  heights  of  Calvary. 

What  abnegation,  with  all  its  prate,  has  ever  marked 
the  day  or  the  doings  of  socialism?  What  generosity  has 
it  ever  shown  to  the  poor?  What  proof  in  orphanage 
and  hospital  has  it  given  that  its  tears  for  distress  are 
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aught  else  but  crocodile?  To  lift  the  poor  man  from  his 
dependency,  to  teach  him  self-respect,  to  endow  him  with 
intellectuality  and  spirituality,  through  the  one  to  know 
himself  and  by  the  other  to  learn  his  God,  to  wipe  slavery 
from  the  face  of  the  earth  with  the  gospel  teaching  the 
"truth  shall  make  you  free,"  to  curb  tyranny,  to  bridle 
the  effrontery  of  wealth — this  has  been  the  purpose,  this 
the  grand  history  of  the  Church  that  makes  at  her  altars 
and  her  thrones  no  discrimination  between  labor  and 
capital. 

Away  with  this  foul  deceiver  that  would,  while  doing 
worse  than  nothing  for  the  poor  man,  change  his  patience 
into  perfidy  and  rob  him  of  that  which  brought  peace  to 
humility  in  his  home — a  ray  of  that  heaven  which  gleams 
in  the  beyond. 


Infidelity  in  France 


Storming  Tabernacles 

"To  what  base  uses  we  may  return,  Horatio !"  Is  not 
storming  tabernacles  easy  work  for  the  soldiery  of  a 
great  nation?  It  would  appear  so — and  yet  it  is  more 
difficult  and  more  hazardous  than  the  taking  of  Port 
Arthur  or  the  leveling  of  Gibraltar.  One  might  as  well 
attempt  to  desecrate  the  individual  conscience  of  Catholics 
who  glory  in  the  thought  that  they  are  the  sons  of 
martyrs,  as  break  through  the  tabernacle,  where  dwells 
their  sacramental  God.  Was  ever  burglary  so  audacious  ? 
Was  ever  sacrilege  so  monstrous?  Was  ever  eviction  so 
diabolical?  Here  is  France,  so  victimized  by  Free 
masonry,  that  she  appears  in  the  wretched  role  of  tres 
passing  upon  and  desecrating  the  altar  that  cost  the  life 
of  Christ  and  is  worth  the  blood  of  martyrs.  Here  is  as 
bad,  if  not  the  worst,  tyranny  that  ever  outraged  con 
science  since  Nero  lit  his  gardens  with  the  burning  bodies 
of  the  early  Christians.  Only  the  devil  himself,  aided 
by  a  Parisian  apostate,  could  devise  such  damnable 
procedure. 

Well,  there  is  hope.  France  has  heroes  still  whose 
croziers  surpass  sceptres  (like  the  great  Archbishop  of 
Lyons),  who  neither  fear  the  force  nor  curry  the  favor 
of  laws  so  diabolical  that  it  would  appear  Satan  himself 
was  the  framer  to  cast  out  Christ  from  the  tabernacle  as 
a  retaliatory  measure  for  himself  being  one  time  ejected 
from  his  home  of  glory  to  the  shame  and  the  fires  of  hell. 
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Already  riots  proclaim  that  the  faith  of  the  people  in 
the  Real  Presence  opposes  the  silly  mandate  of  a  stupid 
rule,  and  that  Right  and  Reason,  as  often  before,  will 
furnish  martyrs  to  tyranny  and  madness. 

History  will  doubtless  repeat  itself,  and  there  will 
again  be  written  on  the  wall  of  empire  that  destroying 
word  which  terrified  another  desecrator,  Balthazzar, 
when  his  mirth  was  ruthlessly  halted,  as  he  sacrilegiously 
used  the  "thousand  cups  of  gold  by  Juda  deemed  divine." 


Pius  X  Rebukes  France 

The  Holy  Father  has  spoken  to  France,  and  his 
Encylical  of  1906,  a  powerful  document,  is  a  splendid 
embodiment  of  Christ's  advice,  "Be  angry,  and  sin  not!" 
It  is  calm  and  grave  in  manner,  majestic  in  mind,  and  his 
indignation  at  the  wrongs  imposed  upon  the  Church  is 
mellowed  with  a  touch  of  pathos  that  France,  the  subject 
of  his  affection,  should  be  the  cause  of  his  sorrow.  He 
arraigns  the  government  before  the  tribunal  of  nations 
for  the  abrogation  of  the  Concordat,  as  a  violation  of 
truth,  honor,  and  honesty — of  truth,  because  the  compact 
has  been  ruthlessly  and  formally  broken,  so  that  France, 
in  its  executive,  stands  before  the  world  as  a  liar  in  not 
respecting  a  solemn  word  of  honor,  as  even  the  courtesy 
of  notification  of  intention  was  not  given  one  of  the 
parties  to  the  contract, — broken  as  a  burglar  would 
smash  a  door;  of  honesty,  because  the  government  has 
undone  the  eternal  question  of  right  involved  in  a  sworn 
agreement,  which  gave  support  to  the  Catholic  clergy,  not 
as  a  gift,  but  as  a  recompense  for  properties  taken  from 
the  Church  in  the  first  revolution ;  right,  which  no  court 
can  dissolve — right,  whose  obligation  the  tribunal  of 
penance  cannot  except — right  from  which  the  Holy 
Father  himself  cannot  dispense. 
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Added  to  these  and  other  kindred  atrocities  is  the 
attempted  subjection  of  Church  property  and  Church 
authority  to  the  State,  in  the  new  ''Associations  Cul- 
tuelles."  Against  this  wholesale  secularization  and  the 
many  bare-faced  tyrannies  that  outrage  Catholic  con 
science,  the  Holy  Father  protests  with  all  the  might  of 
his  exalted  character  and  office;  and  we  feel  the  justice 
of  his  cause  will  bring  a  response,  if  not  from  France,  at 
least  from  the  world,  that  no  matter  what  its  shortcom 
ings  may  be  on  the  score  of  Catholic  faith,  believes  that 
two  and  two  make  four. 


Republic  or  Monarchy? 

In  a  letter  to  the  New  York  Sun  of  2/th  March,  1906, 
f  i  om  its  Paris  correspondent  we  read  the  ominous  words  : 
"The  Pope  and  the  Kaiser  have  only  to  hold  their  hands, 
and  the  French  republic  will  fall  to  pieces  of  itself." 

The  word  republic  is  so  dear  to  us  Americans  that  we 
imagine  every  government  called  republican  is  from  the 
very  fact  of  its  name  kindred  in  heart  and  head  to  ours, 
and  entitled  to  our  brotherly  appreciation  and  support. 

Appearances  mislead  in  all  this.  A  few  years  ago  the 
only  ruling  power  in  Paris  seemed  to  be  the  dead  Napo 
leon,  though  in  the  Church  of  the  Invalids,  sixty-seven 
tons  of  Finland  granite  press  upon  his  bones.  His  name 
breathes,  his  fame  marches,  his  glory  blazes  still,  not 
withstanding  the  smoke  and  the  gloom  of  Waterloo.  The 
republic  is  an  exotic  in  France,  the  pride  of  whose  history 
is  essentially  monarchical.  Its  presidents,  with  the  excep 
tion  of  the  great  McMahon  and  Thiers,  were  all  beggars 
on  horseback.  A  republican  form  of  government  is  no 
more  racy  of  the  soil  of  France  than  a  monarchy  would 
befit  Washington.  The  history  of  France  is  the  history 
of  her  great  kings ;  her  traditions  are  of  Charlemagne 
and  St.  Louis ;  her  bravery  is  awakened  only  when  her 
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people  dash  to  "glory  or  the  grave,"  following  a  leader 
of  the  blood  royal. 

Our  republic  grew  out  of  our  ground ;  as  a  youth  it 
was  fashioned  to  our  purposes;  in  its  strength  it  was 
tested  and  proved  virtuous.  It  has  had  its  willing  martyrs 
and  was  worth  them.  If  the  round  towers  of  Ireland 
stand  today  unbent  and  unbroken,  though  multiplied 
centuries  have  weighed  upon  their  walls  and  arches,  and 
all  this  because  the  mortar  used  in  their  construction  was 
mixed  with  bullocks'  blood,  then  will  this  union  stand 
whose  states  like  builders'  blocks  have  been  put  together, 
not  with  bullocks'  blood,  but  with  the  rich  gushing  blood 
of  human  hearts  heroic.  The  French  republic  has  no 
martyrs  to  tell  of  her  worth  and  give  promise  of  her 
perpetuity,  nor  is  she  wrorthy  of  any. 

Our  republic  is  a  native  American,  and  is  a  thought. 
The  French  republic  is  a  miserable  importation,  and  at 
best,  only  a  nightmare.  One  is  the  exalted  history  of 
human  endeavor,  helping  men  to  lofty  purposes  by 
respecting  rights  that  are  inalienable,  and  in  adding 
thereto;  the  other  has  the  inglorious  record  of  ignoring 
the  rights  of  her  best  citizens,  and  hence  will  not  encom 
pass  her  own,  and  will  receive  no  tears  as  a  tribute  when 
she  is  gathered  into  a  dishonored  grave. 


A  Spot  That  Will  Not  Out 

"For  ways  that  are  dark  and  for  tricks  that  are  vain," 
the  heathen  Chinee  and  the  French  apostate  can  split 
"peculiarity,"  and  each  take  an  even  half.  Lately, 
infidelity  has  resorted  to  Voltarian  sophistry  to  confuse 
the  national  issue  in  the  minds  of  those  who  may  be  as 
ignorant  of  the  question  as  is  the  devil's  advocate  learned 
in  his  infamy.  The  infidels  of  France  attempt  to  fasten 
upon  the  Holy  Father  accountability  for  the  loss  of  life 
occasioned  by  the  desecration  of  the  churches.  Their 


36  INFIDELITY  IN   FRANCE 

argument  is  that  the  Holy   Father,  by   not   forbidding 
resistance,  tacitly  approves  of  the  loss  of  life. 

"A  second  Daniel,  ...  a  Daniel  still,  say  I !"  is 
the  exclamation  that  this  wanton  and  dastardly  declara 
tion  evokes.  These  wiseacres  would  have  the  world 
believe,  through  their  wretched  and  puerile  logic,  that 
honor,  which  is  dearer  to  a  good  man  than  life,  and 
principle,  which  gives  life  to  honor,  are  all  to  be  aban 
doned,  and  life  preferred  thereto,  if  they  but  point  their 
gun;  and  that  if  life  is  not  preferred,  the  superior  who 
permits  the  unavoidable  course  is  a  murderer.  It  shows 
the  estimate  they  have  of  honor  and  how  well  the  mem 
bers  of  the  miserable  cult  have  expediency  and  not 
principle  to  guide  their  own  beggarly  purposes.  They 
would  fain  have  the  Holy  Father  say  to  his  devoted  chil 
dren,  let  them  abuse  you,  your  conscience,  and  all  that 
is  dear  and  sacred,  because  if  you  do  not,  they'll  kill  you 
and  then  blame  me.  The  Holy  Father  does  not  forget 
the  illustrious  line  of  King  of  Kings  and  Lord  of  Lords 
tc  whom  he  belongs,  and  that  this  imperishable  stream  of 
majesty  has  its  font  in  the  hearts  of  martyrs,  like  Peter, 
Linus,  Cletus,  Anacletus  and  the  rest  of  the  glorious 
galaxy,  who  valued  life  less  than  principle,  and  so  are  the 
immortals  of  the  generations. 


Foul  Use  of  Heaven's  Livery 

For  brazen  effrontery  and  hellish  trickery  nothing  can 
compare  with  the  latest  plan  of  campaign  against  the 
clerical  interests  of  France.  The  Freemason  organ, 
Revue  Maconnique,  openly  advises  the  hiring  of  impos 
tors  to  personate  priests  and  nuns  for  the  purpose  of 
performing  to  the  public  eye  some  disgraceful  acts  which 
would  bring  about  their  arrest.  Then  a  two-fold  object 
would  be  accomplished — reflection  on  the  Church  and 
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justification  of   the   course  of   the   government  in   sup 
pressing  the  religious  orders  of  both  men  and  women. 
Here  are  the  Masonic  organ's  exact  words : 

"In  fact,  it  would  be  a  good  thing  if  people  even  now  were 
paid  to  go  about  the  streets  disguised  as  priests,  monks  and  nuns, 
and  commit  acts  which  might  create  scandal — such  as  going  about 
with  women  of  low  character  in  cafes  and  beer  saloons.  Even  if 
arrested,  they  could  be  easily  ransomed  and  rewarded  for  the 
great  service  they  had  thus  rendered  in  the  cause  of  the  propaga 
tion  of  freethought.'' 

It  may  be  of  interest  to  our  readers  to  state  that  the 
special  hatred  of  the  French  Freemasons  for  popes  and 
kings  dates  from  the  condemnation  of  Jacques  de  Molay 
at  the  General  Council  of  Vienna  in  1312.  After  this 
Grand  Master  of  the  Knights  Templars  was  deposed  by 
the  council,  he  was  handed  to  the  civil  authorities  to 
answer  for  his  crimes,  for  which  his  death  warrant  was 
signed  by  the  king. 

The  wiles  of  the  evil  one  are  innumerable,  but  for 
unqualified  malevolence  this  effort  of  French  Masonry  to 
cast  discredit  on  the  Church  is  unique.  Catholics,  at 
least,  will  not  be  deceived  by  the  trick. 


A  Glorious  "Violation11 

The  Literary  Digest  has  a  summary  of  the  thought  of 
French  and  German  papers  on  the  alleged  violated  oath 
of  French  officers  who  put  their  swords  across  their 
knees  rather  than  break  their  honor,  when  they  were 
ordered  to  play  battering  rams  to  the  temples  of  the  God 
of  peace. 

The  comment  is  on  the  political  aspect  of  the  question 
and  does  not  at  all  regard  the  essence  of  an  oath.  Because 
of  this  there  is  a  strong  suggestion  given  that  the  oath, 
outside  the  Church  and  Catholic  conscience,  is  a  meaning 
less  form,  and  not  a  sacred  affair  to  be  understood  and  to 
be  kept  according  to  the  understanding. 
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There  are  in  the  taking  of  an  oath,  as  in  vows  and 
other  religious  obligations,  some  interlineal  readings  that 
are  to  be  respected  equally  with  the  expressed  conditions, 
and  which  give  meaning,  force  and  even  life  thereto. 
When  a  man  takes  an  oath  he  is  not  to  be  understood  as 
calling  upon  God  to  witness  the  fact  that  he  will  war 
upon  God.  Such  an  oath  is  contradictory  in  its  sense  and 
blasphemous  in  its  meaning.  Nor  is  he  to  be  supposed 
to  solemnly  summon  his  God  to  accentuate  his  intention 
of  running  his  sword  through  his  mother.  Such  an  insult 
to  Nature  is  an  outrage  on  Nature's  God — a  barbarous 
procedure,  horrible  in  the  taking  and  damnable  in  the 
keeping. 

Now  the  Church  is  a  Catholic's  mother — the  tender 
guardian  of  his  infancy,  bathing  him  in  baptismal  grace. 
Of  his  manhood  an  unerring  teacher,  a  loving  counsellor, 
a  gracious  benefactor,  a  bright  guide  to  the  skies,  whither 
he  is  beckoned  and  destined.  The  Church  to  the  Catholic 
is  God.  To  use  his  sword,  then,  on  the  Church  is  to 
violate  honor  and  humanity;  to  point  his  sword  at  his 
Church  is  at  once  to  cut  at  his  conscience  and  his  Maker. 

The  French  officer  rightly  presumes  the  French  nation 
never  meant  this  insult.  Bright  are  the  swords  of  the 
brave,  and  truly  brave  are  the  truly  good.  Such  swords 
are  never  stained  with  murder, — they  should  be  placed 
in  the  museum  of  great  things,  above  the  blade  of 
Napoleon ;  for  one  indeed  conquered  Europe,  but  the 
other  did  more — conquered  self  and  self-interest. 


Expediency  and  Principle 

Under  the  caption  ''Expediency  vs.  Principle,"  may  be 
written  the  conflict  waging  and  to  be  waged  between  the 
forces  in  France  today.  The  Holy  Father  with  one 
master  stroke  has  made  third  parties  impossible.  "He 
who  is  not  with  me  is  against  me,"  is  absolutely  true  in 
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its  reference  to  conditions  there.  It  is  a  war  between 
"The  Cross"  and  'The  Trowel."  No  diplomatic  utter 
ance  gives  any  chance  for  qualifying  positions,  for  the 
Holy  Father  uses  the  broad  language  of  "a  plain,  blunt 
man,"  full  of  honest  purpose  as  well  as  of  apostolic  zeal. 
Rather  than  sacrifice  to  diplomatic  wording  one  shadow 
of  principle,  Pius  X  is  willing  to  have  France  without 
churches,  but  France  with  a  clergy.  In  the  olden  time, 
it  is  said,  priests  were  golden  and  chalices  wooden,  and 
to  this  status  the  Holy  Father,  in  his  simple  faith  and 
sublime  living,  is  not  averse. 

We  feel  that  Rome  will  win  a  unique  victory ;  for, 
after  all,  what  will  the  French  government  do  with  the 
churches — the  more  she'd  get,  the  more  dead  property 
she'd  acquire,  and  the  weaker  she'd  become  through 
alienating  her  people,  who  are  patriotic  not  for  a  purpose, 
but  from  conscience ;  and,  moreover,  in  perverting  the 
allegiance  of  soldiers,  first  and  best  in  her  defense,  as 
they  ever  march  to  the  music  of  principle.  The  addition 
of  the  churches  to  the  state  will  be  the  worst  kind  of 
subtraction  therefrom;  the  locking  of  the  churches 
against  Catholics  is  the  opening  of  them  to  nothing  or 
nobody.  We  believe  that  the  Holy  Father  is  the  seer 
of  the  age.  Truth  will  win  and  perverted  ingenuity  will 
wake  up  to  find  itself  reduced  to  the  absurd  and  looking 
exceedingly  ridiculous. 


Pius  X's  Message  to  France 

Rome's  mighty  voice  has  been  heard  in  France  through 
the  papal  encyclical,  and  before  its  eternal  power  how 
weak  appear  the  machinations  of  men,  who  ever  deem 
expediency  more  than  principle.  The  encyclical  is  the 
annunciation  of  truth  and  justice,  coming  from  one  who 
is  meek  with  the  sanctity  of  the  saint,  as  well  as  majestic 


40  INFIDELITY  IN  FRANCE 

with  the  might  of  Peter.  Neither  opportuneness  nor  cost 
is  considered,  and  while  the  bishops  of  France  unani 
mously  declare  the  decree  of  the  Pope  an  expression  of 
divine  wisdom,  the  world,  ever  carefully  adding  its  debit 
and  credit  column,  marvels  at  the  daring  Pius  X  who  has 
written,  in  a  spirit  of  sacrifice,  worthy  of  the  Supreme 
Priest  of  Christendom,  a  history-making  document,  to 
last  as  if  engraved  "with  pens  of  adamant  on  plates  of 
brass."  It  reminds  us  of  another  time  when  Clement 
VIII  sacrificed  England  rather  than  the  marriage  of 
Queen  Catherine. 

Our  Holy  Father  ivaited,  as  he  himself  tells  us,  because 
of  grateful  memories  of  Catholic  France.  His  words 
are  all  the  more  powerful  for  thought  nurtured  in 
hesitancy  and  charity  perfected  in  delay. 

Perhaps  it  is  well  to  state  the  principal  and  practical 
issue  between  France  and  the  Vatican — the  institution 
called  the  "cultural  association."  This  is  the  logical 
sequence  of  the  teachings  of  Voltaire  and  Rousseau — 
their  philosophy  applied  to  Church  government  in  con 
tradistinction  to  the  eternal  verities  of  Faith.  With  the 
infidel  cult  in  France,  Authority,  like  the  jewels  of  its 
crown,  is  dug  from  the  earth,  leaving  man's  destiny  no 
higher  than  his  rule.  With  the  Church,  government 
comes  not  from  below  but  from  above,  and  leads  men 
thither.  St.  Peter  received  from  Christ,  the  God  of 
bounty,  a  two-fold  commission :  domination  over  spiritu 
alities  and  temporalities.  This  gift  descends  in  part  to 
the  bishops,  who  have,  therefore,  dominion  over  the 
estates  of  the  Church  as  well  as  in  the  consciences  of 
men.  One  right,  from  the  very  beginning,  is  interlaced 
with  the  other;  one  right  supposes  the  other  with  which 
it  is  unified,  as  is  the  soul  with  the  body,  as  are  questions 
of  belief  with  matters  of  practice.  To  lose  the  one  is  to 
jeopardize  the  other. 

The  infidels  of  France  taught  men,  as  against  St.  Paul, 
that  society  is  the  font  of  authority,  and  as  a  consequence 
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we  have  lay  trustees  who  scout  and  usurp  the  rights  of 
bishops,  derived  from  a  source  they  ignore. 

The  desperate  character  of  such  a  course  was  illustrated 
in  the  early  period  of  our  history  here,  for  Archbishop 
Hughes  of  New  York  had  for  years  to  combat  a  system 
cognate  in  criminality.  Of  course  the  agents  of  the  plan 
were  different,  for  in  France  we  have  a  tyrannical  gov 
ernment  formally  harassing  the  Church,  dishonoring  its 
bishops  and  antagonizing  the  Holy  Father ;  whereas  here 
they  were  children  of  the  Church  uninformed  by  prin 
ciples  and  mistaken  in  zeal,  who  were  eventually  led  to 
the  right  by  the  strong,  supporting  arm  of  the  illustrious 
archbishop. 

The  "cultural  association"  is,  then,  the  open  door  to 
schism.  It  would  make  a  bishop  a  stranger  in  his  own 
house  by  annulling  his  power,  so  that  he  could  not,  for 
instance,  remove  a  pastor,  in  his  judgment,  not  qualified 
for  local  needs.  He  could  be  answered  that  the  building 
did  not  belong  to  him,  as  the  deeds  were  not  in  his  name, 
for  the  title  was  founded  in  certain  laymen ;  and  all  this 
would  make  the  bishop  the  creature  of  his  subordinates, 
to  be  overruled  by  them,  and  not  to  rule  and  guide  them 
to  high  and  holy  purposes.  What  a  miserable  reversion 
to  the  detriment  of  religion  would  this  make !  The  master 
would  be  a  servant,  the  miter  would  be  a  slipper !  Abom 
inable  contradiction  that  never  will  be ! 

An  end,  not  intended,  but  usual  in  such  great  affairs, 
has  been  gained — the  destruction  of  Gallicanism.  The 
French  clergy  will  never  again  prefer  Paris  to  Rome. 
They  reverently  look  away  from  the  one  towards  the 
other,  and  that  false  pride  which  once  sought  to  enlarge 
the  boundaries  of  French  privileges  by  subtracting  from 
Papal  prerogatives  is,  thank  God,  dead  as  Queen  Anne. 
Even  the  superb  memory  of  Bossuet,  who  one  time  was 
matchless  in  the  grandeur  of  his  proofs  of  the  unity  of 
the  Church,  and  then  in  inconsistency  inexplicable  signed 
the  Four  Gallican  Articles,  cannot  incite  a  patriotism  that 
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will  forget  veneration  for  the  Papacy.  For  this  alone 
the  encyclical  should  be  forever  enshrined  in  our  thank 
fulness. 

The  action  of  French  Catholics  themselves  in  the  last 
election,  where  they  seemingly  confirmed  the  enemies  of 
our  faith,  has  only  recently  been  flung  in  our  face.  The 
explanation  of  this  apparent  incongruity  in  their  Catho 
licity  is  splendidly  discussed  by  an  impartial  writer,  Mr. 
F.  Schotthoefer,  in  Die  Nation  (Berlin).  He  says:  "It 
has  up  to  this  time  been  found  impossible  in  France  to 
carry  on  the  general  election  on  the  basis  of  platforms 
precisely  and  clearly  defined,  so  that  the  result  of  the 
voting  should  actually  determine  the  triumph  of  a  certain 
unmistakable  political  theory.  It  is  not  difficult  to 
discover  the  reason  of  this  phenomenon.  The  principal 
cause  is  that  in  France  there  are  no  political  parties  united 
by  a  thorough  organization,  such  as  would  be  able  to 
control  the  elections  and  impress  their  influence  on  the 
national  policy." 

However  things  happen,  it  must  be  success  for  the  Holy 
Father,  for  if  he  directly  triumphs,  it  is  the  immediate 
victory  of  right  over  wrong;  if  he  does  not,  it  is  justice 
''crushed  to  earth"  that  will  rise  again  to  pronounce  her 
prowess.  Rome,  from  her  seven  hills,  has  seen  many 
curious  sights.  May  she  again  see  la  belle  France,  not 
skulking  spectre-like  through  the  secret  labyrinths  of 
freemasonry,  but  "walking  forth  a  queen,"  her  truth 
equaling  her  beauty,  and  her  goodness  the  sum  total  of 
both. 

The  philosophy  of  the  Pope's  advice  to  the  bishops  and 
clergy  may  be  put  in  one  line:  trust  the  quiet,  gentle, 
steady  force  of  unity.  May  it  be  that  the  future  historian 
will  proudly  trace  to  the  prudent  enforcements  of  the 
wise  enactments  of  Pius  X  a  new  and  regenerated 
France ! 
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Unhappy  France 

The  condition  in  France  reminds  one  of  Micawber, 
who  ever  waited  "for  something  to  turn  up."  There  is 
no  new  development;  the  condition  is  uninteresting  for 
the  government,  fearful  of  results ;  and  curious  for  the 
Church,  which  cannot  lose  if  all  her  territory  were  taken 
away,  so  long  as  her  bishops  remain  true  to  their  high 
trusts.  The  glory  of  the  Church  has  ever  consisted  in 
men,  not  estates.  There  is  no  fear  of  the  bishops'  forti 
tude,  despite  the  Temps  that,  in  a  recent  issue,  declared 
it  was  a  false  and  deceptive  statement  that  went  to  Rome 
saying  all  the  bishops  unanimously  opposed  the  "cultural 
associations/'  which  would  furnish  state  trustees  of 
ecclesiastical  property.  This  infamous  lie  for  this  atheis 
tical  journal  will  soon  be  reduced  to  the  absurd  by  all 
the  bishops  of  France  giving  in  their  individual  circulars 
tc  their  people  the  very  same  ideas  which  comforted  the 
Holy  Father,  despite  French  freemasonry  and  all  its 
execrable  methods. 

M.  Brunetiere's  views,  as  they  are  the  reflections  of  a 
savant  famous  the  world  over,  are  treated  in  the  London 
Tablet,  under  the  head  of  "Church  and  State  in  France." 
One  sentiment  that  particularly  appealed,  because  of  its 
philosophy  and  hard-headed  honesty,  runs  thus :  "A 
sham  cannot  last,  and  to  ignore  the  Pope's  authority  is  a 
policy  of  sham."  So  does  Brunetiere  wisely  expose  the 
folly  of  the  French  government.  If  the  Pope  is  not  a 
fact,  then  France  is  not  a  fact;  but  the  Pope  is  a  royal 
fact  that  must  be  coped  with.  France  cannot  shut  her 
eyes  and  then  logically  hold  that  she  does  not  see  the 
Pope.  He  can  be  felt  as  well  as  seen.  He  is  in  Rome, 
and  will  be  in  Rome,  and  the  great  fact  of  Roman  Church 
history  has  his  existence  for  its  philosophy — for  that 
matter  the  history  not  only  of  Rome,  but  of  France  and 
the  world,  has  the  Papacy  as  a  great  factor  in  its  record. 
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It  is  a  sham,  then,  thin  as  air  to  ignore  the  Pope,  for  facts 
are  incontrovertible.  The  French  government  is  setting 
a  beautiful  example  of  insubordination  to  its  own  sub 
jects.  We  have  only  one  way  to  get  our  own  rights  and 
that  is  to  respect  the  rights  of  others.  France  does  not 
do  this  regarding  Rome,  and  Frenchmen  will  learn  the 
lesson,  as  it  pertains  to  their  own  rule.  It  is  dangerous 
to  teach  sedition;  most  of  all,  to  lay  unhallowed  hands 
on  a  government  that  has  always  been  deemed  as  sacred 
as  that  which  gleams  from  the  eternal  tiara  of  Christ's 
Vicar.  Brunetiere  is  right;  shams  for  an  idle  day  will 
glitter  as  tinsel,  but  will  not  undo  facts  that  are  golden- 
crowned  and  everlasting. 


Robber  Law 

According  to  Premier  Sarrien  and  Monsieur  Clemen- 
ceau,  Minister  of  the  Interior,  there  will  be  a  rigorous 
enforcement  of  the  recent  infamous  decree  giving  the 
French  state  the  right  to  take  over  Church  property  and 
sacred  vessels.  All  this  will  be  the  result  of  the  Catholics 
of  France  opposing  the  tyrannical  order  which  com 
manded  the  organization  of  cultural  associations,  with 
drawing  from  the  bishops  of  France  the  administration 
of  the  estates  of  the  Church.  Sarrien  and  Clemenceau 
hold  that  the  Church  ought  to  conform  to  French  law, 
whereas  the  Church  demands  that  France  and  the  world 
respect  her  God-given  statutes. 

France  ought  and  must  change  her  legalized  robbery 
by  annulling  the  so-called  laws  that  gave  it  being.  Rome 
cannot,  ought  not,  and  will  not  change  the  basic  principles 
of  canon  law — the  sequence  of  principles  unchanged  and 
unchangeable,  which  give  the  Church  authority  in  tem 
poralities  as  well  as  spiritualities.  Whether  the  transitory 
or  the  eternal  will  prevail  is  the  question  at  issue.  The 
transient  may  strut  its  hour  "dressed  in  a  little  brief 
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authority"  and  may  vex  and  annoy,  but  the  eternal 
verities  always  finally  win  a  victory  far-reaching  in 
results. 

Better  than  Clemenceau,  as  a  revolutionist,  was  Robes 
pierre,  and  he  died  a  coward's  death;  brighter  than 
Sarrien  was  Voltaire,  and  he  howled  for  a  minister  of 
religion  as  his  soul  tore  from  his  convulsed  body; 
stronger  than  either  was  Bismarck,  and  he  went  to 
Canossa. 

To  make  a  tyrannical  law  and  then  rob  the  one  that 
will  on  principle  not  heed  its  order,  is  an  old  trick  of 
villainy.  Better  than  Church  estates  is  Catholic  con 
science,  and  the  French  will  show  the  worth  of  Christ's 
principles  in  sacrificing  everything  rather  than  betray 
them. 

Another  result  of  the  confiscation  of  Church  property 
will  be  to  show  the  world,  and  particularly  America,  how 
execrable  were  the  methods  of  the  advocates  of  so-called 
separation  of  Church  and  State  in  calling  desecration 
separation  and,  under  the  guise  of  law,  trespassing  upon 
sacred  ground,  aye,  and  burglarizing  the  Holy  of  Holies. 

The  Pope  in  the  Gaulois  is  quoted  as  saying:  "It  is  not 
I  who  condemned  the  law  of  'separation,'  but  Christ,  of 
whom  I  am  the  vicar."  So  France  can  oppose  Christ, 
but  His  "words  will  never  pass  away,"  while  the  words  of 
many  great  Frenchmen  have  been  buried  in  Time's 
bosom.  Heaven  and  earth  will  be  folded  as  a  scroll,  fit 
no  more  to  tell  God's  majesty  and  glory,  but  over  and 
above  the  ruin  the  gentle  word  of  Christ  will  sway  future 
destinies  forever  and  forever.  When  the  Arch  of 
Triumph  will  look  to  future  eyes  as  a  curio,  and  the 
great  name  that  it  honored,  a  dream  of  a  distant  night, 
the  glorious  word  of  Christ  will  remain  fresh  and  supple 
and  young  as  when  the  apostles  went  two  by  two  before 
the  Saviour's  face  to  preach  the  gospel  to  every  creature. 
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Mistaken  Fame 

The  infidels  of  France  are  doing  their  best  to  have 
"history  repeat  itself"  regarding  the  Nativity  of  our 
divine  Lord.  As  in  the  olden  time,  they  had  no  room  for 
Him  "in  the  inns,"  so  today  French  masons  would,  on 
Christmas  morning,  have  no  place  for  the  gentle  Christ 
in  that  France  which  Christian  faith  has  ever  graced, 
Christian  genius  beautified,  and  Christian  history  glori 
fied.  Truly  Christ's  kingdom,  as  our  Lord  himself  says, 
is  not  of  this  world,  and  truly  His  followers  are  not 
cursed  by  having  their  reward  here,  but  in  the  everlasting 
hereafter. 

We  hope  to  see  great  deeds  done  in  France  for  that 
faith  which  made  lustrous  a  Charlemagne,  gave  a  halo  to 
a  King  Louis,  and  afforded  Marshal  McMahon  an 
opportunity  to  show  in  the  field  and  cabinet  that  fortitude 
bestowed  in  the  sacrament  of  confirmation.  Clemenceau 
and  the  rest  will  have  their  names  preserved  as  "dead 
flies  in  alum,"  and  will  mistake  all  this  for  fame,  but  the 
Church  will  continue  with  Divine  vigor.  The  Church 
will  master  the  minds  and  hearts  of  men  not  as  does  the 
miserable  trickery  with  which  French  freemasonry  whips 
in  its  following,  but  with  a  government  to  whose  salutary 
rule  the  martyrs  and  confessors  of  the  ages  give  testimony 
in  the  rubrics  of  their  hearts'  blood. 

It  is  not  the  first  time  that  our  Lord  was  laughed  to 
scorn  with  fiddlers  and  dancing  masters,  but  yet  He 
calmly  worked  His  miracles,  and  so  will  He.  Clemenceau 
ought  to  remember  Napoleon  as  an  example  along  the 
line  of  interference  with  the  Holy  Father.  The  master 
of  Marengo  laughed  at  the  prophecy  of  Pius  VII  telling 
him  the  arms  would  fall  from  the  crippled  hands  of  his 
powerful  soldiery,  but  the  steppes  of  Russia,  the  horrors 
of  the  passage  of  the  Dneiper  and  the  Beresina,  the 
despair  at  Kovno  told  the  proud  conqueror  of  the  Pope's 
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words.  The  colonel  of  the  Fourth  of  the  line,  in  this 
desperate  retreat  from  Moscow,  said  "every  bivouac 
seemed  next  day  like  a  battlefield,"  and  "an  endless 
column  of  wretches,  nearly  all  without  arms,  marching  in 
disorder,  and  falling  at  every  step  on  the  ice,"  were  to 
Napoleon  the  "lest-you-forget"  of  the  prophecy  of  his 
prisoner  at  Fontainbleau.  Never  did  the  victor's  eagles 
fly  higher  than  when  he  disposed  his  legions  at  Waterloo, 
and  yet  Providence  undid  Napoleon's  glory  with  a  simple 
rain  shower  the  night  before.  The  great  artilleryman  of 
the  ages  could  not  silence  the  decrees  of  God  with  his 
cannon,  and  he  fled  in  the  night  from  disaster,  terrified  by 
his  glory  groaning  in  his  butchered  battalions.  Of  course, 
we  do  not  mean  to  classify  Clemenceau,  a  bungler  and  a 
political  accident,  with  Napoleon,  a  genius,  who  is  to  the 
French  politician  as  "Hyperion  to  a  satyr,"  but  we  wish 
to  remind  the  little  trickster  that  as  great  designs  have 
failed,  possibly  his  may. 


Bravo,  Bishops ! 

The  New  York  Sun  in  a  recent  editorial  concludes  a 
noteworthy  comment  on  the  convention  of  the  French 
bishops  with  these  words :  "It  was,  indeed,  a  memorable 
exhibition  of  concord  and  devotion  which  the  bishops 
gave  at  their  plenary  meeting.  With  such  unshakable 
men  at  the  head  of  it,  the  French  Church  is  indestructible. 
Governments  will  change,  but  she  will  stand  firm." 
Such  praise  for  the  bishops'  self-sacrifice,  their  constancy 
in  allegiance  to  the  Holy  Father,  their  right  conception 
of  liberty,  and  withal  their  unity  of  purpose,  coming  as 
it  does  from  the  secular  press,  deserves,  on  every  title, 
our  encomium.  After  all,  the  propagation  of  virtue  in 
the  hearts  and  minds  of  men  is  the  great  reason  for  the 
episcopate,  and  certainly  it  must  be  grateful  to  humanity 
and  divinity  alike  to  see  these  religious  leaders  closely 
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banded  in  principle,  when  expediency  is  the  watchword 
of  shifting  politics.  Had  they  heard  and  obeyed  the 
words  of  our  own  Webster,  "Liberty  and  union  now  and 
forever,  one  and  inseparable,"  they  could  not  have  massed 
their  forces  with  more  precision  and  solidarity. 

In  considering  the  bishops,  we  think  of  all  the  grand 
unions  that  were  ever  formed  and  fashioned  in  history. 
We  recall  the  Theban  Legion,  the  Macedonian  Phalanx, 
the  Old  Guard  at  Waterloo  that  "dies  but  never  sur 
renders."  Bravo,  for  the  heroic  bishops  of  France  who, 
like  Cervera  in  our  late  war,  "lost  everything  but  honor" ! 

These  men  cannot  be  defeated,  they  may  be  annoyed 
and  harassed,  but  conquered,  never.  They  will  live  to 
pontificate  when  the  obsequies  of  the  tyrannous  power 
that  now  distresses  them  will  have  become  ancient  annals ; 
they  will  be  admired  for  their  faith  and  for  their  honor 
when  the  petty  tyrants  themselves  will  be  insignificant 
curios,  glass-cased  in  the  museum  of  the  world's  history. 


"By  Their  Fruits  You  Shall  Know  Them." 

When  the  infidels  of  France  proclaimed  a  separation 
of  Church  and  State,  they  hid  under  a  falsehood  to  enact 
a  tyranny.  The  Holy  Father,  quick  to  see  the  diabolical 
strategy,  denounced  as  robbery  of  the  Church's  goods 
and  usurpation  of  the  Church's  rights  the  whole  villain 
ous  procedure.  Many  Americans  were  slow  to  believe 
the  malice  of  it  all,  but  lately  events  have  disillusionized 
them.  Cardinal  Merry  del  Val,  in  his  recent  note  ad 
dressed  to  the  diplomatic  corps  at  the  Vatican,  calls 
attention  to  the  vandalism  of  the  French  government  in 
seizing  the  papers  of  the  papal  representative  at  Paris, 
in  heaping  the  indignity  of  arrest  upon  him,  and  hurrying 
him  from  the  country  as  if  he  were  leprous  with  crime. 

In  thus  calling  the  attention  of  the  civilized  world  to 
his  savage  process,  the  secretary  of  state  points  out  an 
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outrage  that  has  no  parallel  in  the  annals  of  civilized 
governments.  If  the  secret  advices  sent  in  diplomatic 
manner  to  an  ambassador  or  consul  are  not  safe,  all  the 
purposes  of  foreign  representatives  are  felled  with  one 
blow,  international  correspondence  is  annulled,  and  the 
reasons  binding  the  nations  and  interlacing  their  interests 
are  destroyed.  And  all  this  follows  from  the  unprece 
dented  burglary  of  the  Holy  Father's  state  papers  and 
possessions  in  Paris  and  the  unwarranted  indignity  to  his 
proxy. 

Is  this  separation  of  Church  and  State,  or  the  infamous 
destruction  of  religion  ? 

Here  is  another  instance  of  separation  of  Church  and 
State.  Lately  the  infidels  of  Havre,  trusting  in  their  kind 
at  Paris,  have  asked  parliament  to  remove  from  the 
silver  and  gold  coinage  the  motto :  "God  protect  France." 
Is  this  affiliation  with  the  devil  symbolical  of  separation? 
Is  the  demand  of  the  infidels  of  Cherbourg  for  the  use 
of  the  cathedral  as  a  labor  exchange  indicative  of  giving 
to  Caesar  what  is  Caesar's  and  to  God  what  is  God's? 
"My  house  is  a  house  of  prayer,"  said  Christ,  with  a  lash 
accentuating  His  sentiment ;  but  the  Cherbourg  masons 
would  fain  make  it  "a  den  of  thieves."  All  this  reminds 
us  of  another  episode  in  a  past  reign  of  terror  when  a 
cobbler's  daughter  was  set  up  in  Notre  Dame  to  receive 
divine  honors  as  the  "goddess  of  reason." 

France  is  hourly  undoing  herself,  and  it  needs  no 
prophet  to  see  that  the  devil  has  cut  most  of  his  fantastic 
tricks  already,  and  that  the  end  of  the  cursed  work  is 
fast  approaching.  The  brave  Clemenceau  may  not  be  so 
heroic  in  declaring  war  against  Germany  or  some  other 
Protestant  power  as  against  the  Pope  who  has  no  bullets 
wherewith  to  perforate  this  pachyderm.  He  has  been 
very  majestic  in  ordering  from  their  homes  gentle  prel 
ates,  unoffending  priests,  and  delicate  and  devoted  sisters, 
and  for  it  all  awaited  the  cheers  of  his  confederates  in 
the  French  parliament.  It  may  be  in  the  providence  of 
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God  that  he  will  have  yet  something  else  to  do  to  show 
his  spirit.     Clemenceau  is  splendid  on  "dress  parade" ! 

We  will  see  what  we  will  soon  see — the  old,  old  story 
of  the  devil  ordered  by  Christ  behind  Him,  and  this  with 
out  steel,  for  the  meek  Christ  never  buckled  on  the  sword 
and  one  time  rebuked  St.  Peter  for  unsheathing  it  in 
holy  anger. 


Pius  X  and  Merry  Del  Val 

We  know  of  no  period  of  the  Papacy  with  as  interest 
ing  a  feature  as  that  presented  by  Pius  X  and  his  gifted 
Secretary  of  State.  The  qualities  of  Cardinal  Merry  del 
Val  are  a  direct  antithesis  to  those  of  our  Holy  Father, 
Pius  X. 

One  is  old,  the  other  young.  One  is  slow  and  careful, 
with  doubts  that  ever  mark  a  course  of  wisdom;  the 
other  is  enthusiastic  in  the  enforcement  of  his  conception 
of  right.  One  is  a  lamp  that  scrutinizes  the  hidden 
obstacle;  the  other  is  an  electric  light  that  flashes  forth 
ard  gilds  with  its  ray  even  the  mud  that  marks  its  path. 
One  is  profound,  the  other  buoyant.  One  is  a  Brutus; 
the  other  is  a  Cassius,  skilled  in  diplomatic  service. 

Never  was  there  such  a  happy  supplement  of  a  Pope's 
labors  as  Cardinal  Merry  del  Val's  work.  In  his  Holiness 
and  in  his  Eminence,  all  that  thoughtful  and  humble  age, 
with  everything  that  brilliant  and  dashing  youth  can 
bring,  are  enlisted  for  the  great  purposes  of  the  ruler  of 
Christendom.  In  the  choice  of  his  secretary,  the  Holy 
Father  showed  that  he  knew  his  times  to  be  essentially 
the  age  of  the  young  man.  Other  Popes  have  had  secre 
taries  of  wonderful  tact  and  power,  but  they  were  almost 
invariably  old  men.  Age  communed  with  age  on  great 
issues,  but  now  age  and  youth  sit  down  together  for  dis 
cussion,  and  there  is  a  variety  in  the  joint  conclusion  that 
similarity  of  years  would  not  beget. 
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An  analysis  of  the  course  with  France  will  show  the 
truth  of  these  observations.  The  young  secretary  with 
his  elastic  manners  and  his  energetic  mind  was  just  the 
one  to  cope  with  Gallic  impetuosity,  while  the  measured 
and  majestic  manner  and  the  Edmund  Burke-like 
prophecy  of  results  spread  the  Holy  Father's  wisdom 
over  the  whole  procedure.  From  the  first  encyclical, 
brave  in  its  absolute  requirements,  to  the  recent  approval 
of  the  plan  proposed  by  the  General  Council  of  French 
bishops  to  lease  the  churches  for  a  period  of  years,  every 
thing  has  been  done  suaviter  in  modo,  fortiter  in  re. 

This  last  move  of  Rome  is  doubtless  to  prevent 
sacrilege,  and  is  at  best  only  a  makeshift  which,  while 
efficacious  if  the  bishops'  authority  is  recognized  by  the 
French  government,  holds  as  sacred  rights  all  the  great 
questions  for  which  the  encyclical  stands  and  yields  not 
one.  Laymen  will  not  dictate  to  God's  altar.  Laymen 
will  not  administer  the  estates  of  the  Church.  Laymen 
must  know  and  know  well  and  forever  that  the  constitu 
tion  of  the  Church  which  gives  the  dual  right  to  the 
episcopate  of  authority  in  spiritual  and  temporal  matters 
will  not  be  rent  by  any  or  all  the  spasms  that  convulse 
the  impulsive  and  atheisic  minds  that  warm  the  vicious 
eloquence  of  the  chamber  of  deputies. 

May  the  Holy  Father's  years,  in  their  efficiency,  be 
long  young  as  those  of  his  strenuous  secretary,  and  may 
the  Cardinal  grow  as  graciously  old  as  his  wise  and  royal 
master,  Pius  X. 


Freedom  in  France 

The  New  York  Sun,  in  a  recent  issue,  has  given  the 
debit  and  credit  columns  of  the  two  years  of  "separation" 
in  France.  "The  Church,"  says  this  paper,  "has  gained 
independence  in  ecclesiastical  appointments  and  more 
freedom  in  the  exercise  of  its  religious  ministry,  and,  on 
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the  other  hand,  it  has  suffered  a  spoliation,  immense  and 
outrageously  unjust." 

Good.  We  believe  that  this  admission  thoroughly 
justifies  the  Holy  Father's  course.  "Independence"  here 
and  "freedom"  elsewhere  are  worth  all  the  losses  of  lands 
and  houses  that  constitute  beautiful  France.  Thank  God 
that  the  Church  has  no  fetters  wrought  in  court  or  state 
to  retard  her  proud  progress  as  ruler  and  teacher.  When 
bishop  and  priest  are  out  with  the  people,  there  is  nothing 
left  for  the  people  but  to  be  with  them.  No  bayoneted 
sentry  now  interferes  with  the  gentle  rule  of  shepherds 
who  can  say  "I  know  mine  and  mine  know  me."  What 
about  the  losses  if  they  are  only  clay !  Glory  to  the  gains 
that  are  the  great  desideratum — immortal  souls,  one  of 
whom  is  dearer  than  France  in  her  historic  glories,  Eng 
land  in  her  possessions,  or  Germany  in  her  amalgamated 
powers. 


The  Wisdom  of  M.  Sabatier 

We  have  before  us  an  "open  letter"  to  his  Eminence 
Cardinal  Gibbons  by  Paul  Sabatier.  It  is  a  neat  work  of 
eighty-eight  pages,  published  by  Sherman,  French  &  Co., 
of  Boston,  Mass.,  and  translated  from  the  French  by 
John  Richard  Slattery,  who  reveals  in  a  short  note  his 
long  bias  by  telling  us  that  no  more  attention  should  be 
paid  to  the  statements  of  the  Catholic  hierarchy  "at 
home  and  abroad,"  than  is  given  to  the  speeches  of  poli 
ticians  ;  although,  he  says,  that  he  was  inspired  to 
translate  the  work  to  give  us  an  idea  of  the  status 
between  France  and  Rome. 

If  the  hierarchy  are  banned,  does  not  the  case  against 
Rome  go  to  the  jury  without  argument,  Pontius  Pilate 
fashion?  If  the  hierarchy  are  excluded,  where  is  Rome 
and  at  what  door,  pray,  do  the  Pope  and  his  devoted 
American  cardinal  enter?  In  obliterating  the  hierarchy, 
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Mr.  Slattery,  with  a  fell  blow,  makes  a.  corpse  of  one  of 
the  parties  who  should  be  heard  in  the  controversy. 

We  are  not,  however,  concerned  with  Mr.  Slattery, 
but  with  Monsieur  Sabatier,  whose  character  in  argument 
was  forecasted  by  his  interpreter. 

Monsieur  Sabatier  takes  exception  to  the  statement  of 
Cardinal  Gibbons  on  the  French  question  as  furnished 
by  the  Baltimore  Sun  of  Dec.  14,  1906. 

This  epistle  of  Paul  is  the  queerest  compound  of 
incapacity,  inconsistency  and  illogicalness  that  we  ever 
tried  to  analyze. 

The  answer  to  the  cardinal,  first  of  all,  shows  incapa 
city.  With  a  great  flourish  of  trumpets,  Mr.  Sabatier 
tells  us  on  page  35  that  "he  loves  his  small  country, 
France,  and  our  large  country  the  Church,"  and  we  im 
mediately  busy  ourselves  in  learning  if  his  conception  of 
the  Church  is  as  clear  as  are  the  geographical  boundaries 
of  his  native  land.  On  pages  60  and  61,  a  convenient 
distance  from  his  expressions  of  love,  we  find  the  lover 
giving  us  the  subject  of  his  affections  in  these  words: 
"What  the  conscience  of  the  country  .  .  .  demands 
is  that  the  Church  be  a  school  of  morals."  So,  Mr. 
Sabatier,  you  love  this  putrid  mass! 

Again,  "Never  has  the  Church  been  known  to  under 
take  in  good  earnest  her  own  improvement."  So,  Mr. 
Sabatier,  you,  so  brilliant,  love  a  stupid  dullard ! 

Again,  "the  religious  traditions  of  Catholics  retain  the 
prophets  but  exclude  the  prophetic  spirit ;  retain  the 
gospels  but  shut  out  gospel  faith  in  the  future.  Specially 
they  count  upon  extracts  from  the  fathers,  separated 
from  their  context,  splendid  flowers,  no  doubt,  but  dried 
up  in  a  framework  formed  of  scholastic  treatises."  Ah, 
Mr.  Sabatier,  you  love  a  miscellany  of  deceits  and  con 
tradictions.  O  empty  world  for  such  a  loving  heart ! 

His  thought  of  a  church  is  essentially  Protestant,  as 
he  has  the  individual  conscience  the  yardstick  wherewith 
to  measure  gospels,  credos  and  Popes,  and,  doubtless, 
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means  by  "living  Catholics"  the  modernists  for  whom  he 
plays  the  part  of  the  Delphian  Oracle.  His  mind,  then, 
is  robed  in  the  frayed  garment  of  ancient  heresy,  offset 
with  a  little  bit  of  the  lace  of  modernism. 

Nor  is  the  gentleman  in  his  "love  for  the  Church" 
averse  to  giving  an  eloquent  apology  for  infidelity  in 
these  gesticulating  words:  "Does  it  not  seem  to  you 
[Cardinal  Gibbons]  that  Catholics  should  respect  the 
unbelief  of  atheists  if  they  expect  the  latter  to  respect 
their  own  faith?"  Catholics,  Monsieur,  have  not  the 
same  "respect"  for  falsehood  as  for  truth,  for  the  devil 
as  for  Christ,  for  hell  as  for  heaven.  If  you  distinguished 
here,  you  would  be  more  easily  read.  So  a  gentleman 
whose  conception  of  "the  Church"  is  like  an  "old  curi 
osity  shop,"  embracing  every  quaint  view,  every  fantastic 
idea,  every  rubber  fancy,  is  incapable  of  intelligently 
discussing  the  Church.  Cardinal  Gibbons's  idea  of 
Catholicity  and  Monsieur  Sabatier's  are  as  far  apart  as 
the  orange  groves  of  Florida,  all  freighted  down  with 
fruit  and  fragrance,  are  from  the  dreary,  frozen  wastes 
of  northern  latitudes.  The  logic  of  Sabatier  "outherods 
Herod."  "To  prove,"  says  he,  "hatred  of  religion,  the 
cardinal  gives  not  one  fact.  He  merely  alleges  the  words 
of  MM.  Briand,  Jaures  and  Viviani."  Does  the  learned 
contradictor  mean  to  tell  us  that  the  conclusions  of  the 
chamber  of  deputies  are  not  facts,  but,  as  Polonius  would 
say,  only  "words,  words,  words"?  Shame,  Paul,  on  that 
patriotism  about  which  you  boast  in  so  many  lines !  Does 
Mr.  Sabatier  dare  to  inform  us  that  the  law  is  not  a  creed 
of  a  nation  governing  its  practice,  and  hence  the  parent 
of  a  host  of  deeds,  every  one  "a  fact"?  Out  upon  such 
sophistry,  a  wretched  jumble  of  inconsistency  and  want 
of  logic.  The  blasphemies  of  Viviani  were  hailed  by  the 
French  government  with  bravos  and  accepted  by  the 
deputies  with  cheers.  We  have  not  the  time,  and  would 
not  give  space  if  we  had,  to  Sabatier's  pious  tears  over 
the  interruption  by  Catholics  of  the  "archiepiscopal 
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mass"  of  one  Valette,  who  has  "folded  his  tent  like  the 
Arab"  and  betaken  himself  to  silence  and  night  for  a 
season  until  "his  Grace"  will  mature  some  new  tricks  to 
foist  upon  a  religious  world.  Nor  have  we  any  more 
room  to  bestow  upon  Pius  X's  violations  of  infallibility 
by  telling  the  Catholics  of  France  to  lose  everything  but 
principle.  Ah,  Monsieur  Sabatier,  your  intellectual 
strabismus  torments  you  in  seeing  much  where  there  is 
nothing  and  nothing  where  there  is  much.  If  you  would 
only  go  to  Rome  you  would  see  straight,  your  words 
would  not  be  staggering  against  each  other,  your  pur 
poses  would  not  be  obscure,  your  meaning  would  not  be 
tainted  with  falsehood  or  clouded  with  arrant  bigotry  or 
clever  knavery. 


Bostonese  Logic 

The  Boston  Transcript  of  recent  date  has  an  apology 
for  the  French  government  in  the  same  ratio  in  which  it 
gives  a  condemnation  of  the  action  of  Cardinal  Andrieu, 
Archbishop  of  Bordeau.  We  note  the  cowardly  and 
false  conciseness  of  the  Boston  Delphian  Oracle,  knowing 
that  brevity  was  the  better  course  in  a  cause  which  will 
not  bear  diffuseness. 

"If  one  law  is  non-existent  because  of  papal  authority, 
why  not  another?"  asks  our  learned  contemporary.  It 
might  as  well  ask,  why,  if  one  man  is  condemned  for 
brutality,  should  not  society  be  pilloried  ?  Simply  because 
one  is  not  many,  and  differs  therefrom.  Will  Boston 
piety  bear  anything  that  may  be  foisted  on  the  public 
as  a  legal  statute?  How  about  that  tea  party  which  it 
delights  to  remember?  Would  our  friend  believe  that 
the  decrees  of  Nero  are  to  be  weighed  in  worth  with  the 
behests  of  the  American  fathers  ?  Edward  the  Confessor 
framed  laws,  and  so  did  Henry  VIII.  Will  our  friend 
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find  tears  for  the  betrayal  of  the  one  as  much  as  smiles 
for  the  observance  of  the  other?  Laws  are  thoughts, 
and  thoughts  come  from  men,  and  men  differ  as  angels 
of  light  from  demons  of  darkness;  and  so  do  human 
decrees. 

How  reverential  the  Transcript  is!  In  order  that  it 
may  not  have  to  tip  its  hat  to  the  worthy,  it  leaves  its 
head  uncovered  in  fair  weather  and  in  foul.  This  is 
reverence  phenomenal  in  an  age  that  has  forgotten  how 
to  bless  itself,  how  to  reverence  Church  and  State  and 
how  to  perpetuate  the  sacred  rights  of  home.  Is  a  wrong 
a  right  because  the  Pope  condemns  it  ?  Bigotry  seems  to 
have  begotten  an  intellectual  strabismus  in  the  Transcript 
that  sees  when  it  does  not  look,  because  the  mind  is 
tainted  before  the  observation  is  made. 

Now  what  is  the  fact  in  France  ?  The  Church  is  perse 
cuted,  her  properties  sold,  her  schools  destroyed,  and  all 
this  in  a  land  whose  chief  glories  are  Catholic.  The 
persecution  is  continued  because  of  the  opposition  of  the 
persecuted,  who  should  as  citizens  as  well  as  Catholics, 
oppose  the  cruel  tyranny.  The  State  wants  soul  and  body 
and  the  soul  says,  as  it  did  in  the  time  of  Diocletian :  "No ; 
my  service  to  the  State  is  bestowed  when  it  does  not 
contradict  nor  interrupt  my  allegiance  to  my  God."  Our 
Boston  bean  tells  the  whole  cornfield  of  humanity  that 
this  is  an  age  of  "the  supremacy  of  the  State" — in  other 
words  that  men  take  no  dictation  from  conscience,  and 
conscience  must  not  be  instructed  by  God.  Our  Bostonian 
would,  doubtless,  sigh  for  the  days  when  the  little  boy 
Pancratius  stood  against  Caesar  and  went  down  in  the 
bloody  sands  of  the  arena,  a  martyr  to  his  creed  and  for 
his  God.  Our  pious  Transcript  would  bewail  the  sorrows 
of  Caesar  and  add  his  execrations  to  the  beautiful  boy 
whose  soul  angels  picked  up  from  the  blood  and  dust  of 
the  amphitheatre. 

So  this  is  an  age  when  man  has  "the  supremacy"  of 
God!  If  so,  we  send  a  prayer  to  high  heaven  that  the 
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"supremacy" — the  ruthless  impiety — will  not  last  long. 
Man  is  only  strong  when  good;  rulers  are  only  great 
when  just;  peoples  are  only  powerful  when  God  leads 
them  to  high  and  holy  purposes. 

Regarding  Cardinal  Andrieu,  who  was  haled  into  court 
for  teaching  that  unjust  laws  should  not  be  obeyed,  we 
would  ask  the  Transcript  was  the  dignitary  right  or 
wrong?  If  they  are  to  be  obeyed,  then  wrong  gets  the 
same  reverence  and  has  the  same  worth  as  right.  If  they 
are  not  to  be  obeyed  because  of  their  injustice,  justice  is 
complimented;  truth,  the  goal  of  human  endeavor,  has 
its  supremacy,  and  laws  made  for  the  common  good  have 
all  the  more  reason  and  stability.  The  devil,  from  whom 
Mr.  Transcript,  injustice  and  falsehood  come,  has  not 
the  same  right  as  God,  the  Father  of  us  all  and  the  true 
friend  of  human  society. 

The  Cardinal  eloquently  held  that  "the  theory  of  the 
Church  on  the  question  of  disobedience  to  unjust  laws  is 
inscribed  in  the  declaration  of  the  rights  of  man,"  and 
we  know,  and  so  does  the  Transcript,  that  Lafayette,  a 
name  enshrined  in  the  gratitude  of  all  true  Americans, 
had  no  small  part  in  the  "rights  of  man."  The  Cardinal 
unwittingly  came  close  to  American  purposes  and  prin 
ciples  in  his  defense,  and  for  all  this  the  Transcript 
"vents  clamor  from  its  throat." 

There  are  many  laws  in  France  which  the  bishops  of 
France,  as  Christian  gentlemen,  could  not  obey.  Their 
properties  have  been  stolen;  they  should  not  obey  the 
mandate  that  would  protect  the  thief.  Their  churches 
have  been  desecrated ;  would  they  not  be  craven  cowards 
did  they  not  thunder  their  anathemas  against  the  despoil- 
ers  of  their  sanctuaries?  Their  schools  have  been  in 
vaded  ;  would  they  be  men  if  they  kissed  the  foot  of  the 
invaders  of  the  rights  of  their  religious  men,  women  and 
children?  Because  these  gentlemen,  the  bishops,  are 
Christian,  is  the  whole  and  sole  reason  why  an  infidel 
government  would  discriminate  against  their  rights.  We 
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regret  that  the  Transcript  has  chosen  such  a  crowd  for 
companionship. 

As  late  as  July  10,  1909,  the  Associated  Press  tele 
graphed  the  existence  of  a  suicide  society  in  the  infidel 
schools  of  France.  One  boy  of  eleven  shot  out  his  brains 
before  his  class  and  the  next  victim  picked  up  the  pistol 
and  hid  it  until  the  day  when  his  death  would  regale  the 
heartless  pack  of  irreligious  youngsters. 

Would  it  not  be  a  crime,  Mr.  Transcript,  for  the 
bishops  of  France  to  inveigh  against  the  teaching  of 
principles  that  bring  forth  such  fruits  ?  Would  it  not  be 
something  meriting  the  lash  of  the  prison  warden  as  well 
as  the  stripes  of  your  journalistic  thong?  Surely  it 
would. 


Noble  French  Bishops 

We  have  long  wondered  why  the  Catholics  of  France 
should  be  so  passive,  but  the  recent  declarations  of  the 
French  bishops  show  that  what  appeared  a  cowardly 
inaction  was  really  a  most  active  period  in  the  history  of 
their  part  of  the  Lord's  domain.  Thought  was  then 
matured  that  is  now  pronounced  in  words  of  power  and 
majesty.  The  joint  pastoral  of  the  archbishops  and 
bishops  of  France  shows  that  the  land  of  Charlemagne 
and  Louis  still  has  a  high  sense  of  liberty  that  will  not 
kneel  to  the  meanest  of  foreign  invaders — her  own  little 
exotic  set  of  miserable  skeptics.  These  wretches  have 
been  trying  to  foist  their  impieties  as  laws,  but  now  the 
bishops  have  met  them  with  a  denunciation  of  their 
system  of  education  and  hurl  defiance  at  the  usurpation 
of  Catholic  rights.  Of  course  the  devil  howls  "intol 
erance"  ;  this  he  does  ever  when,  after  violating  the  most 
sacred  rights  of  a  people,  they,  in  indignation,  demand 
again  their  own. 
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One  of  the  most  execrable  plans  that  was  ever  formu 
lated  to  undo  Christ  in  the  hearts  and  minds  of  youth  was 
embodied  in  the  infamous  enactment — "the  right  of  the 
child  not  to  be  taught  any  religion  until  the  age  of 
eighteen." 

When  the  sweet  morning  of  youth  had  passed  without 
the  hopes  and  the  delights  religion  gives,  the  distractions 
oi'  life's  busy  day  would  drive  the  young  man  away 
forever  from  thought  of  or  concern  for  his  God.  This 
the  infidels  of  France  knew,  and  so  they  reckoned  with  a 
cunning  worthy  of  the  tempter  of  Eve.  They  said  within 
themselves,  let  us  take  the  child  and  when  we  finish  our 
little  work,  it  will  be  no  time  for  Christianity  to  affect 
hers.  The  bishops  saw  the  nefarious  scheme  and  abided 
their  time  to  meet  the  issue  fairly  and  squarely.  This 
they  have  done  in  their  pastoral — a  learned,  pious  and 
brave  pronouncement  that  will  make  the  names  of  the 
signers  as  hallowed  as  the  cherished  patriots  who  affixed 
their  signatures  to  our  declaration  of  independence. 

The  babe  and  the  youth  have  no  "right"  to  wait  to  make 
choice  of  God  or  the  devil.  God  gave  life  and  it  is  His, 
and  we  have  not  the  privilege  to  use  it  in  His  service  or 
not,  but  should  serve  Him  by  knowing  Him,  from  the 
time  when  our  eyes  in  reasoning  wonderment  open  on  the 
world.  The  patriarchs  of  old  gave  the  first  fruit  of  the 
orchard  and  the  first  lambs  of  the  flock  to  the  great 
Creator  who  gave  the  increase,  and  so  on  a  thousand 
titles  must  the  child  give  the  first  years  of  his  life  to  his 
beneficent  Maker,  so  that  old  age  will  be  a  blessed  season 
of  happy  memories  and  cheering  impulses.  What  an 
awful  contradiction  it  is  to  take  from  the  generous  hands 
of  the  Omnipotent  the  youth  breathing  a  breath  fresh 
from  the  mouth  of  his  Maker  and  throw  him  instantly  to 
the  devil !  And  what  a  blasphemy  it  is  to  say  that  this 
terrible  process  is  respect  for  the  child's  rights ! 

God  has  all  the  rights  and  titles,  for  the  child  is  His 
creature,  and  creation  embodies  the  highest  possible  right 
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of  ownership.  The  devil,  another  name  for  wrong,  has 
no  rights,  for  his  office  is  to  destroy,  and  not  to  enrich. 
The  child,  then,  has  no  right  to  ruin,  It  was  made  to 
develop  along  the  lines  of  intellectuality  and  morality, 
and  one  of  its  first  duties  is  to  know  what  God  is,  and 
reach  out  with  avidity  to  its  high  destiny. 

"We,"  say  these  noble  French  bishops,  "are  prepared 
to  suffer  everything  in  order  to  help  you  parents  to  shield 
your  children  from  the  dangers  of  the  Godless  school  and 
to  preserve  to  them,  together  with  the  inestimable 
treasure  of  faith,  the  beautiful  hopes  of  which  it  is  the 
earnest  in  this  life  and  the  life  to  come."  This  has  the 
true  ring  and  recalls  the  ages  of  faith  when  martyrs  sang 
their  songs  of  joy  in  going  to  shed  their  blood  for  and 
after  the  manner  of  Calvary's  Martyr.  This  is  the  right 
kind  of  piety  that  says  no  in  triumphant  tones  to  wrong, 
be  it  sealed  with  the  seal  of  Jules  Simon  or  an  eastern 
despot.  The  petty  little  fiddlers  at  government  look  their 
size  since  the  circular  pronounced  the  true  patriotism 
that  illumines  the  words  of  zeal  and  truth  of  the  French 
hierarchy.  It  is  strange  that  the  terrible  days  of  the 
Commune,  the  logical  sequence  of  the  expulsion  of  Christ 
from  her  shores,  do  not  teach  France  what  a  menace  to 
progress  as  well  as  to  order  are  the  small  hirelings  and 
robbers  who  snarl  at  the  heels  of  the  Church  whose  his 
tory  has  been  the  chief  glory  of  the  land  whose  fame  they 
pollute. 


Modernism 


A  Traitor  in  Camp 

In  a  recent  issue  of  the  North  American  Review  in  this 
year  of  grace  1907,  is  an  article  purporting  to  be  from 
the  pen  of  "A  Catholic  Priest,"  which  condemns  in  rabid 
fashion  the  policies  and  the  rule  of  Pius  X.  The  editor 
confirms  the  office  of  the  writer  in  saying  that  he  holds 
"a  prominent  and  honored  position"  in  the  Catholic 
clergy. 

On  reading  the  diatribe,  we  instinctively  cried  out: 
We  revere  you,  O  Holy  Father,  for  the  enemies  you  have 
made!  What  did  not  smell  of  the  fish  market  in  the 
bad-mannered  article,  was  rank  with  something  as  ill- 
fitting  the  breath  of  a  minister  of  God.  His  pen  tipped 
with  an  ignorant  absolutism,  sweeping  in  character, 
showed  that  the  calmness  and  moderation  of  a  gentleman 
and  scholar  are  foreign  qualities  to  the  Review's  "Cath 
olic  Priest."  "One,"  says  our  brave  cleric,  "will  have  to 
turn  back  to  some  of  the  most  despotic  papal  reigns  to 
find  a  parallel  to  the  bigotry,  cruelty,  hatred  of  truth  and 
defiance  of  civilization  which  characterize  the  papacy  at 
this  hour."  Shades  of  Bob  Ingersoll,  vanish  with  thy 
figures  of  speech  that  made  their  onslaught  on  Catho 
licity!  The  Catholic  Church,  as  infidelity  would  have  it, 
making  of  "every  brain  a  bastile,"  is  tame  compared  to 
the  "abomination  of  desolation"  which  this  nameless  seer 
recognizes.  Mark  the  word  "bigotry"  applied  to  the 
gentle  charity  that  receives  at  the  Vatican  the  Protestants 
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of  the  world,  and  sends  them  away  blessing  the  benignity 
that  is  so  cordial  and  whole-souled.  Note  the  term 
"cruelty,"  applied  to  one  whose  meekness  is  the  direct 
offspring  of  his  humility,  which  in  turn  has  startled  the 
pride  of  kings.  "Hatred  of  truth" — bitter,  mad  words, 
which  could  be  voiced  only  by  a  priest  running  riotously 
in  angry  terminology — doubtless,  the  result  of  a  frus 
trated  and  unprincipled  ambition.  To  do  anything  more 
than  dismiss  with  pity  such  vaporings  would  be  to 
accentuate  it  with  an  importance  that  it  could  not  have 
as  an  inherent  quality.  "Defiance  of  civilization"  was  a 
nice  turn  to  the  period  of  the  unknown  oracle,  and  so  we 
have  it.  The  Holy  Father  defies  civilization.  Is  he  not, 
O  champion  with  vizer  down,  a  very  barbarian?  You 
should  have  sent  the  savage  of  the  Vatican  a  feathered 
headgear  and  permit  him  no  longer  to  wear  the  bejewelled 
tiara.  "Defiance  of  civilization!"  Why,  the  monster  of 
Rome  ought  be  drowned  in  thy  ink  bottle!  Where  art 
thou,  so  that  we  may  find  thy  black  reservoir,  wherein 
the  Pope's  breath  may  bubble  forth  for  the  last  time ! 

After  such  a  fierce  major  proposition  we  looked,  with 
the  little  breath  the  phillipic  left  us,  for  facts.  Here  they 
are :  One  is  the  disciplining  of  the  Jesuit,  Father  Tyrrell, 
for  dabbling  in  affairs  outside  the  province  of  a  monk's 
vocation.  The  blind  obedience,  that  the  superior  general 
of  the  Society  of  Jesus  ordered,  is  railed  against  by  our 
"Catholic  Priest"  as  a  tyranny.  Does  the  writer  believe 
in  the  Jesuit  keeping  his  vow?  If  the  religious  be  in 
bondage,  he  himself  tied  the  knot.  We  marvel  if  the 
"Catholic  Priest"  keeps  his  pledges  or  deems  them 
slavery. 

He  next  proceeds  to  call  the  policy  of  Pius  X  "a  brutal 
assault  upon  enlightenment,"  and  so  madly  does  he  do  it, 
and  wildly  does  he  rue  it,  that  we  fancy  we  hit  the  kernel 
of  the  trouble  of  our  "Catholic  Priest."  He  is  some 
disgruntled  and  conceited  fellow  whose  literary  work 
was  pilloried  at  Rome  and  with  the  greatest  reason, 


MODERNISM  63 

if  it  was  in  any  way  kindred  to  the  ungracious  thing 
before  us. 

He  then  justifies  the  rupture  of  the  Concordat  because 
the  Pope  did  not  violate  the  traditions  of  the  Vatican,  and 
instead  make  of  it  a  "half-way  house"  to  the  Quirinal  in 
receiving  President  Loubet  according  to  forms  Loubet 
would,  doubtless  deservedly,  dictate.  We  will  suppose, 
for  sake  of  argument,  that  Rome  erred  in  this :  it  would, 
nevertheless,  not  touch  the  obligations  of  the  Concordat; 
or  is  it  possible  that  the  "reverend"  writer  undoes  a  debt 
to  a  man  for  the  mere  fact  that  the  man  is  not  courteous 
to  him?  Where,  in  Gury,  "Catholic  Priest,"  did  you 
find  that? 

We  do  not  think  that  the  "Catholic  Priest"  has  been 
rightly  ordained,  or  if  so  we  believe  that  since  his  ordina 
tion  he  has  forgotten  his  Theology  and  Philosophy  in 
what  St.  Paul  would  call  the  wisdom  of  his  own  conceits. 


Lashing  Error 

What  the  Living  Church,  an  Episcopalian  journal  of 
Milwaukee,  calls  "liberal  Catholicism"  got  a  terrible 
thrashing,  not  with  whips  but  with  scorpions,  from  the 
Holy  Father  when,  on  July  17,  1907,  he  condemned  sixty- 
five  propositions  which  have  lately  been  spreading  their 
baneful  influence  over  certain  intellects  in  the  Catholic 
Church.  Liberal  Catholicism!  What  is  it?  It  is  the 
using  of  a  Catholic  noun  and  a  Protestant  adjective.  It  is 
making  science  the  standard  whereby  faith  will  be  meas 
ured.  It  is  a  compound  of  virtue  and  vice  as  confusing, 
in  its  terminology,  to  the  thoughtless,  as  it  is  in  its  ideas, 
damnable,  to  those  who  believe  truth  and  falsehood  as 
far  apart  as  heaven  and  hell.  It  is  a  new  form  of  irrev 
erence  that  would  undo  all  obedience,  in  confounding 
power  with  authority  and  in  placing  no  limit  to  its  privi 
lege  of  criticism.  It  would  open  the  sacred  scriptures  as 
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it  would  open  "The  Koran,"  and  unlock  the  tabernacle 
door  as  Cromwell  handled  the  woolsack  of  the  chan 
cellor  of  the  exchequer.  It  professes  greater  love  for 
humanity  than  has  truth  itself,  that  would,  in  devotion  to 
poor  mankind,  have  every  man  far  from  the  devil  and 
safe  in  the  shrine  of  his  God.  It  would,  in  its  obliging 
character,  make  doctrine  fit  the  man  and  not  man  the 
doctrine. 

This  is  liberal  Catholicism  which  sadly  mixes  prin 
ciples  and  persons,  and  which  tries  to  qualify  away  the 
force  of  truth  and  the  eternity  of  the  Church.  We,  of 
course,  are  bound  to  be  charitable  to  individuals,  no 
matter  what  may  be  their  false  or  unwholesome  tenets, 
but  we  must  condemn  with  all  the  force  in  us  that  which 
would  damn  them,  heresy  that  would  undo  the  mind's 
high  purpose,  the  devil  who  would  destroy  the  soul's 
glorious  destiny.  In  saving  our  neighbor  from  sin, 
whether  in  the  intellectual  or  moral  order,  we  serve  him 
best;  we  are  his  truest  and  most  charitable  friend,  and 
not  in  being  ' liberal"  and  patting  a  hell-hound  while 
crying  alleluia  to  Christ. 


Contradiction,  Indeed  ! 

The  papal  decree  condemning  errors  is  made  the 
occasion  for  the  New  York  Sun  to  blaze  forth  this 
dictum:  "In  the  face  of  this  list  of  sixty-five  opinions 
reproved  and  proscribed  by  the  head  of  the  Church,  a 
Catholic  scientist  will  hereafter  be  a  contradiction  in 
terms." 

Here,  indeed,  is  the  finest  sample  of  a  contradiction  in 
itself  that  we  ever  read.  Will  our  learned  friend  tell  us 
how  can  the  condemnation  of  falsehood  hurt  the  investi 
gation  of  truth?  Is  it  not,  on  the  contrary,  a  help  to  the 
advance  of  intellect  to  have  cleared  from  the  pathway 
the  rubbish  and  the  rocks  that  make  the  journey  dis- 
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agreeable  or  most  difficult?  Does  our  Sunny  Doctor 
believe  that  what  is  true  in  one  department  of  mind  can 
be  false  in  another,  that  he  moaningly  declares  that  errors 
in  religion  being  condemned,  the  truths  of  science  should 
suffer?  Science  should  pray  "the  Lord  deliver  me  from 
my  friends,"  for  certainly  this  advocate  has  a  queer  con 
ception  of  her  purposes  that  he  believes  her  exalted 
mission  in  the  service  of  truth  is  handicapped  by  the 
condemnation  of  mere  opinions. 

We  always  held,  and  supposed  that  every  friend  of 
science  held  with  us,  that  this  mighty  searcher  for  truth 
was  not  a  peddler  of  opinions  but  a  treasury  of  absolute 
certainties.  Doubtful  compliment  of  a  false  friend  who 
does  not  know  that  a  translation  from  the  Greek  testa 
ment  tells  no  more  eloquently  of  the  God  of  Truth  than 
does  the  Sanscrit  of  the  coal-pit  proclaim  the  glory  of 
His  name. 

No,  dear  Sun,  you  are  in  a  state  of  eclipse  when  you 
believe  that  religion  has  not  lit  the  lamps  of  science,  even 
though  she  does  not  professedly  teach  it,  and  that  science 
is  not  regarded  by  us  as  the  handmaid  of  religion,  and 
riot  a  wastebasket  of  guesses  and  "opinions." 


Tyrrell  And  His  Holiness 

In  ''External  Religion,"  a  masterful  volume  which 
came  only  a  few  months  ago  from  the  gifted  pen  of 
George  Tyrrell,  is  this  beautiful  conception:  "Nor  did 
Christ  make  special  provision  that  the  cultured  and 
philosophical  minority  might  enter  the  kingdom  of 
Truth  by  some  more  secure  and  less  barbarous  route 
than  that  followed  by  the  common  herd."  Alas!  and 
alas!  here  today  we  have  the  same  scholar  fashioning  a 
Pullman  coach  for  the  "philosophical  minority"  and 
calling  the  rare  vehicle,  "Modernism."  We  have  him 
forgetting  his  manners  in  an  ugly  onslaught  that  im- 
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peaches  the  Holy  Father's  truth  by  denying  him  the 
intellectuality  needed  for  the  authorship  of  the  recent 
encyclical.  We  have  him  in  four  columns  to  the  London 
Times  in  the  capacity  of  a  debater  of  questions  with  the 
supreme  authority  of  Christendom.  He,  in  his  arrogance, 
usurps  equality  with  the  representative  of  Christ  Himself 
and  regards  the  whole  matter  as  a  question  of  man  to 
man,  and,  if  anything,  considers  himself  the  better 
teacher  of  the  world  in  the  grave  and  sometimes  fierce 
questions  that  agitate  the  mind  of  the  time.  The  poor 
man  is,  in  deed  and  in  truth,  "coquetting  with  the  impos 
sible'"' — attempting  most  vainly  and  foolishly  to  bend  the 
mind  of  the  master  by  the  impudent  dictation  of  a  dis 
orderly  pupil. 

How  like  all  the  heresiarchs  of  their  times  does  this 
distinguished  scholar  appear  when,  forgetting  himself, 
he  is  solicitous  about  the  Church's  opportunity  of  "prov 
ing  herself  the  saviour  of  the  nations."  Calvin,  Zwingli, 
Luther,  each  and  all,  were  more  concerned  about  the 
salvation  of  the  soulless  world  than  about  their  own 
souls.  So  it  has  been  and  so  will  it  ever  be,  that  men  aim 
beyond  themselves  and  never  strike  themselves  when 
filled  with  the  pomp  of  intellectuality.  The  saint's  course 
is  exactly  the  opposite — engaging  all  his  powers  in  con 
quering  self  and  in  doing  what  St.  Paul  did,  so  that  he 
would  not  be  wise  in  self-conceit.  Luther  at  the  Diet  of 
Worms  exclaimed,  "Is  it  not  manifest  that  the  laws  and 
human  doctrines  of  the  popes  entangle,  vex  and  distress 
the  consciences  of  the  faithful,"  and  what  Lutheranism 
did  along  the  lines  of  entangling,  vexing  and  distressing 
the  conscience,  is  now  manifest  to  all  men.  Nevertheless, 
the  unfortunate  Tyrrell  takes  up  the  same  strain  that 
damned  Luther  and  has  made  Protestantism  ridiculous 
as  well  as  vain.  "The  modernist  movement  had  quick 
ened  a  thousand  dim  dreams  of  reunion  into  enthusiastic 
hopes;  when,  lo!  Pius  X  comes  forward  with  a  stone 
in  one  hand  and  a  scorpion  jn  the  other."  Thus  Tyrrell 
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speaks  disparagingly  of  the  Holy  Father.  We  would  do 
otherwise  and  fain  cry  "Bravo !"  and  may  God  strengthen 
the  David  of  his  people!  We  would  add  the  words  of 
the  great  Erasmus:  "God  has  sent  in  this  latter  age  a 
violent  physician  on  account  of  the  magnitude  of  the 
existing  disorders."  It  is  easy  to  "reunite" — far  easier 
is  it  for  the  unprincipled  to  reunite  than  those  whose 
paths  are  lit  by  principle.  The  reunion  that  liberalism 
would  conclude  is  worth  nothing,  but,  on  the  contrary,  is 
a  negative  quantity  when  we  consider  the  union  that 
Truth  seeks  as  an  aid  for  minds  and  souls. 

Because  the  Holy  Father  advises  "professors  to 
remember  that  they  cannot  set  St.  Thomas  aside,  espe 
cially  in  metaphysical  questions  without  grave  detriment," 
and  again,  "on  the  philosophical  foundation  (of  St. 
Thomas)  the  theological  edifice  is  to  be  solidly  raised," 
his  English  opponent  declares  in  the  face  of  these  prudent 
and  wise  counsels  that  "Catholicism  was  bound  hand  and 
foot  to  its  scholastic  interpretation." 

Now  the  Church  loves  the  truths  of  nature  and  science 
because  of  the  truth  of  Christ,  Son  of  God,  from  whom 
all  truths  as  all  blessings  flow.  She  is  not  bound  by 
fetters,  no  more  than  her  empire  is  trammeled  by  any 
land ;  she  is  free  with  the  freedom  of  Christ,  with  the 
liberty  of  the  cross,  upon  which,  as  Victor  Hugo  once 
eloquently  said,  Christ  died  for  the  liberty,  equality  and 
fraternity  of  humanity ;  a  Church  that  never  considered, 
no  more  than  does  its  present  glorious  head,  expediency 
instead  of  principle ;  a  Church  that  has  had  its  martyrs 
for  the  faith  and  will  again  robe  them  in  immortal 
scarlet;  a  Church  that  is  like  Christ  on  the  plank  of 
cruelty  with  arms  wide,  embracing  all  men,  but  hating 
error  and  falsehood  as  the  hell  to  which  they  lead. 

Such  is  the  Church  from  which  the  unfortunate  and 
gifted  mind  of  George  Tyrrell  has  turned  for  trifles 
"thin  as  air,"  a  vapor  noxious  as  a  fog  from  an  English 
fen.  May  God,  through  his  own  words,  convert  him 


68  MODERNISM 

from  rebellion  and  show  him  how  aptly  they  fit  himself 
when  he  says  "the  scandal  of  the  strong  is  ever  the 
greatest  scandal  of  the  weak,"  and  thus  return  him  to  the 
sanctuary  where  his  genius  may  abide  as  a  lamp  per 
petual. 


Modernists'  Distinction  without  a  Difference 

Protestantism  has  lately  been  drivelling  over  Modern 
ism  that  lies  wounded  with  Roman  javelins,  directed  as 
skilfully  as  that  with  which  St.  George  defeated  the 
dragon.  As  "fellow  feeling  makes  us  wond'rous  kind," 
Protestantism  would  fain  join  hands  with  the  last  rebelli 
ous  set  against  the  truth  of  Christ  and  His  Church.  In 
so  doing  heresy  only  shows  that  she  is  the  logical  parent 
of  infidelity,  for  Modernism  is  nothing  more  nor  less  than 
the  denial  of  the  fundamental  truths  upon  which  Christi 
anity  stands,  and  the  modernist  is  a  Czolgosz  that  would 
veil  his  murderous  hand  to  destroy  Christ's  truth,  the 
while  he  cowardly  declares,  as  did  the  trickster  in  Holy 
Writ,  "Master,  we  know  that  thou  art  a  true  speaker." 

The  pitiable  and  ridiculous  distinction  without  a  dif 
ference  that  Modernism  uses  to  show  its  keenness  of 
vision  is  unique. 

First  and  worst  of  its  declarations  is  that  the  divine 
facts  related  in  the  gospel  are  not  historically  true.  Is 
not  a  fact  always  true?  Take  the  resurrection  of  our 
divine  Lord,  the  fact  without  which  our  faith  is  vain :  is 
not  this  fact  as  solidly  a  historic  truth  as  that  Rome's 
seal  on  the  tomb  was  broken ;  as  that  Pontius  Pilate  sat 
in  judgment ;  as  that  Tiberius  Caesar  ruled  in  Rome,  and 
was  in  his  Caprian  villa  when  Christ  died  ?  Or  would  the 
modernist  have  a  divine  fact  only  a  human  fancy?  Is 
not  this  substantially  the  same  as  denying  God  altogether, 
in  refusing  to  see  Him  in  His  work?  To  count  a  fact 
of  holy  writ  only  a  figment  of  fancy  in  history,  is  as 
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nonsensical  as  to  regard  a  fact  of  history  as  a  nothing  in 
its  bearing  on  scriptural  narrative.  To  say  that  a  fact, 
produced  by  God  and  given  in  holy  writ,  is  not  a  fact 
outside  the  bible's  cover,  is  as  villainous  as  to  exclude 
the  Deity  Himself  from  history.  Are  we  to  believe  that 
anything  will  do  for  the  scriptures,  but  that  when  it 
comes  to  history,  which  has  been  rightly  defined  as  "a 
conspiracy  against  truth,"  greater  care  has  to  be  used? 
If  this  is  not  obliterating  the  Divinity  by  making  man's 
pen  more  important  than  the  evangelist's  stylus,  what 
is  it? 

The  modernist  will  tell  us  that  Christ  did  not,  for  most 
of  His  life,  know  He  was  God.  Wonderful  discovery! 
Infinite  wisdom  then  grew  in  days  and  years.  We  always 
supposed  that  the  infinite  transcended  time  and  space, 
and  had  its  life  not  measured  by  time,  its  being  not  tram 
melled  by  space.  Here  again  the  modernist  shows  that 
reason  was  the  great  rule  whereby  to  measure  revelation, 
for  human  reason  revealed  God  to  Himself.  Could  any 
thing  be  more  impious?  Christ,  the  Son  of  God,  was  not 
God  always,  only  until  human  power  disclosed  the 
divinity  and  undid  its  character  by  impiously  dating  its 
beginning.  Here  certainly  is  the  infidel  character  of 
modernism  manifested  in  placing  humanity  superior  to 
divinity  by  showing  its  heavenly  glory,  and  unlocking 
with  crippled  hand  the  tremendous  and  limitless  powers 
of  the  infinite. 

The  modernist  denies  that  Christ  founded  the  Church, 
instituted  the  sacraments,  and  as  a  consequence  declares 
there  is  no  perpetuity  in  its  dogmas.  Mad  conceits  are 
these,  which  are  undone  by  the  miracle  of  the  Church's 
existence,  despite  all  the  forces  of  the  world-tyrants,  wild 
beasts,  bad  philosophy,  and  meaner  still,  the  betrayals  of 
false  brethren.  The  modernist  comes  under  the  ban  of 
those  whom  St.  Paul  pronounces  "wise  in  their  own 
conceits,"  and  he  has  in  truth  read  history  poorly  when 
he  did  not  learn  humility  from  man's  knowledge — a 
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beautiful  fabric  if  he  wills,  but  one  dyed  all  over  with 
error,  absurdity,  misconception  or  sin,  as  contrasted  with 
an  infallible  Church  that  has  schooled  and  will  forever 
guide  the  generations  in  reason,  common  sense,  truth,  and 
sanctity. 

On  the  tomb  of  Modernism  will  one  day  be  written  an 
epitaph,  but  Catholic  truth  will  never  have  on  it  the  dust 
or  the  touch  of  the  grave. 


Perfection  Not  Progressive 

Notwithstanding  that  the  Holy  Father  has  established 
a  department  of  science  in  Rome  under  the  ablest  pro 
fessors,  a  wild  condemnation  of  his  recent  course  regard 
ing  the  errors  of  the  age  has  gone  forth.  The  old  libel 
that  the  Church  is  opposed  to  progress  has  taken  on  a 
new  set  of  wings,  and  men  who  prate  of  liberty,  but 
never  looked  in  a  dictionary  for  its  meaning,  inveigh 
against  Rome  and  her  methods.  One  would  fancy  that 
Rome  was  a  vast  Pantheon  in  which  all  the  gods  of 
ignorance  were  ranged  along  walls  which  smelt  of  the 
must  of  mediaeval  times  and  were  decaying  for  want  of 
the  sweet  and  bright  Protestant  sunlight  of  our  modern 
day.  One  would  fancy  that  the  spirit  of  Catholicism 
viewed,  in  her  tears,  from  the  seven  hills  of  the  Eternal 
City  the  onward  march  of  the  ages  and  then  hobbled 
back  to  dusty  tomes  for  mouldy  theories.  One  would 
fancy  that  this  forbidding  spirit  arose  from  her  studies 
a  bloated  tyrant  of  mind  ready  to  immure  in  Mamertine 
dungeons  intellects  that  dared  to  think,  and,  throwing  the 
rusty  keys  away,  forget  their  existence,  as  did  Napoleon 
the  rights  and  the  life  of  Toussaint  L'Ouverture. 

The  Church  is  the  teacher  of  light  and  liberty ;  she  has 
been  always  and  will  forever  be  the  treasure-house  of 
principles  of  freedom,  for  she  has  the  truth  of  that  Christ 
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who  loved  and  loves  men  better  than  do  they  themselves, 
as  His  mission  added  to  their  rights.  In  religion,  men 
are  guided  and  they  themselves  are  not  the  guides. 
Religion's  great  truths  are  perfect  because  they  came  to 
us  bright  with  the  glory  of  a  mind  divine,  and  beautiful 
a;-  they  are  written  in  rubrics  made  of  the  heart's  blood 
or  the  Crucified. 

In  the  school  of  religion  there  is  only  one  Master,  and 
to  Him,  the  Infinite,  we  bow  head  and  heart  that  He 
may  enrich  the  one  with  His  knowledge  and  wisdom  and 
endow  the  other  with  His  love.  We  must  be  only  pupils ; 
for  religion  does  not  give  the  right  to  read  the  scriptures 
and  believe  what  we  will,  but  it  teaches  with  no  erring 
estimates  and  points  our  way  with  no  nervous  finger. 

With  Protestantism,  the  individual  is  his  own  guide, 
teacher  and  ruler,  and  so  the  folly  of  it  all  ends  in  disas 
ter  and  disintegration.  Every  day  and  its  temperature, 
every  hour  and  its  mood  vary,  and  so  does  he  in  his 
religious  thought.  Well  has  Protestantism  been  called 
"The  History  of  the  Variations."  With  the  Catholic 
Church  there  are  no  varying  moods  in  feeling  or  mind. 
The  Catholic  does  not  make  his  religion;  Christ  has  made 
it  for  him.  It  was  perfect  in  the  beginning  and  will  be 
perfect  to  the  end,  no  matter  who  take  it  in  their  wisdom, 
or  leave  it  in  their  folly.  As  it  is  perfect,  it  is  not 
progressive,  for  the  dying  cry  of  Christ  on  Calvary,  "It 
is  consummated,"  may  well  be  interpreted  as  referring 
to  His  Truth  and  His  Church.  One  might  as  well  in 
blasphemy  dare  to  teach  Christ,  as  dare  to  perfect  Christ's 
teachings  in  His  Church. 

In  all  things,  save  those  which  have  to  be  known  with 
perfect  certainty,  Catholics  are  free  to  think,  as  shown 
by  the  libraries  of  the  world  with  their  myriads  of 
Catholic  works.  The  scientist  can  eye  the  wonders  of 
Nature ;  the  literary  scholar  can  revel  in  his  rhapsodies ; 
the  artist  may  worship  form  and  luxuriate  in  color,  all 
encouraged  and  blessed  by  the  Church  that  loves  the 
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human  mind  for  the  sake  of  the  soul  and  will  not  permit 
error  in  the  one  to  introduce  sin  to  the  other, 

In  moral  matters  the  Church,  as  true,  teaches  true 
liberty.  All  her  course,  as  particularly  shown  in  its 
reference  to  our  day  by  the  encyclicals  of  Leo  XIII  and 
the  dictations  of  the  present  glorious  pontiff,  has  been 
one  of  prudence  and  power.  If  her  voice  were  heeded, 
socialism  and  anarchy  would  not  now  threaten  the 
security  of  thrones  and  the  stability  of  republics,  nor 
would  irreverence,  most  universal  for  authority  in  home 
and  country,  be  robbing  either  and  both  of  the  love  and 
allegiance  due  them. 

Away  with  those  villains  in  the  Church  who  would 
make  "science" — a  sacred  name  in  truth — a  subterfuge 
for  their  own  empty  conceit,  and  who  lyingly  presume  to 
be  solicitous  in  the  domain  of  mind  for  the  interests  of 
mankind!  Away  with  those  outside  the  Church  who 
pervert  the  credulous  and  make  schools  hell,  and  their 
scholars,  instead  of  being  saints,  knowing  the  truth  which 
alone  gives  true  freedom,  pupils  in  the  workshop  of 
Satan ! 

Truly  is  the  world  showing  itself  in  its  howling  a  twin 
brother  to  the  devil  who  has  ever  roared  against  Christ 
and  His  truth.  The  old  lying  world  so  loves  error  that 
it  has  only  hard  words  for  the  power  that  would  condemn 
it  and  set  mankind  aright;  is  so  enamored  of  folly  that 
it  decries  wisdom;  is  such  an  advocate  of  falsehood 
that  it  maligns  truth,  and  such  a  perfidious  disciple  of 
anarchy  in  the  religious,  intellectual  and  moral  life  of 
man  that  it  hates  with  diabolical  hatred  the  distinction 
between  license,  which  would  fain  do  anything,  and 
liberty  that  would  direct  effort  by  lawful  rule — leading 
the  mind  safely  to  heights  sublime  and  the  soul  to  her 
heavenly  destiny. 
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Father  Gerard  vs.  Tyrrell 

In  the  Hibbert  Journal  for  January,  1908,  there  are 
two  articles  that  will  play  no  small  part  in  the  history  of 
Modernism.  One  is  from  the  powerful  pen  of  Tyrrell ; 
and  the  other,  safeguarding  Catholic  truth  from  his 
mystical  onslaughts,  comes  from  the  well-poised  mind  of 
the  great  Jesuit,  Father  John  Gerard.  It  seems  to  us  that 
nothing  can  be  added  to  Tyrrell's  advocacy  of  Modern 
ism.  And  we  would  not  subtract  a  syllable  from  the 
forceful  rejoinder  of  the  true  son  of  St.  Ignatius.  Pride 
and  anger  give  something  of  tragic  force  to  the  hump 
backed  character  of  the  one,  while  gentle  peace  and  the 
security  of  certitude  lend  grace  and  majesty  to  the 
reverent  periods  of  the  other.  Tyrrell's  light  is  struck 
from  the  flint  of  his  wrath ;  Gerard's  comes  from  the 
sun ;  hence  the  one  burns,  while  the  other  warms  and 
beautifies. 

We  concern  ourselves  with  the  charge  that  Newman 
was  a  modernist.  Tyrrell  says :  "The  solidarity  of 
Newmanism  with  Modernism  cannot  be  denied.  New 
man  might  have  shuddered  at  his  progeny,  but  it  is  none 
the  less  his."  In  answer  to  this,  Father  Gerard  says  of 
the  great  cardinal,  who  believed  in  doctrinal  development, 
that  in  the  Council  of  Florence,  held  in  the  middle  of  the 
fifteenth  century,  the  Archbishop  of  Rhodes  maintained 
in  session  the  very  same  idea  of  development  as  was  later 
advocated  by  the  English  cardinal.  Such  development 
in  no  way  would  dare  add  to  the  body  of  dogma,  in  this 
differing  altogether  from  the  modernist  who  would  make 
it  larger  and  better  by  the  extrinsic  aid  of  science,  so 
dear  to  him. 

We  might  say  that  every  preacher  who  chooses  a  text, 
every  scholar  who  takes  an  idea  from  Holy  Writ, 
develops  dogma,  in  the  sense  of  unfolding  his  own 
peculiar  views  that  are  rightly  circumferenced  by  the 
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great  truths  of  religion,  but  this  is  only  permitting  the 
seed  of  truth  to  flower  in  his  own  mind  or  in  the  intellect 
of  his  hearers  or  readers,  and  does  not  add  to  doctrine  in 
any  way.  This  development  is  evidently  not  addition  or 
evolution,  any  more  than  a  commentary  on  Shakespeare 
is  an  addition  to  his  dramas.  Newman,  moreover,  on 
the  knees  of  humility,  for  true  greatness  is  always  truly 
humble,  offered  all  he  thought,  and  his  were  thoughts 
sublime,  and  all  he  wrote,  and  his  were  books  weighty 
with  mighty  worth,  to  that  Church  wherein  he  got  the 
light  which  led  him  to  his  glorious  mental  eminence. 
Father  Gerard  quotes  in  advocacy  from  Newman's 
"Apologia,"  where  the  gigantic  intellect  declares,  "Dogma 
has  been  the  fundamental  principle  of  my  religion.  I 
know  no  other  religion.  I  cannot  enter  into  any  other 
sort  of  religion ;  religion  as  a  mere  sentiment  is  to  me  a 
dream  and  a  mockery." 

Is  not  the  latter  clause  of  this  fine  period  a  very  con 
demnation  of  the  sentiments  called  "Modernism,"  that 
mock  the  declarations  of  Holy  Writ  and  would  have  the 
Church,  instead  of  a  car  of  triumph,  rolling  on  the  Appian 
Way  of  time,  a  clown-cart  dragged  by  conceited  knaves 
who  have  forgotten  their  purposes  in  life  or  the  Pope's 
functions  as  master  in  Israel  by  right  divine.  These 
philosophers,  with  their  great  discoveries,  have  not  yet 
discovered  their  own  true  position.  They  will  find  that 
the  Church  is  not  a  beggar  at  the  gates  of  modern 
progress,  but  a  queen  whose  power  is  as  unbending  as  it 
is  just — a  teacher  whose  tenets  are  not  idle  creatures  of 
haphazard  guessings. 

Father  Gerard  says  substantially  that  Modernism 
"would  not  do  for  the  poor,  but  for  the  lettered  few,  and 
that  religion's  plain  truths  and  simple  yet  sublime  ideals 
are  for  the  many."  And  this  is  very  true.  Christ  in 
recounting  marvels  to  the  messengers  from  St.  John,  said : 
"The  blind  see,  the  lame  walk,  the  lepers  are  cleansed, 
the  deaf  hear,  the  dead  rise  again" ;  and  then,  as  the  very 
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cap  of  the  wonders,  "the  poor  have  the  gospel  preached 
to  them." 

As  Abraham  Lincoln  once  said,  "God  must  love  the 
poor,  He  made  so  many  of  them,"  and  it  is  for  the  many 
that  religion  is.  Among  the  poor  we  have  the  finest  faith, 
and  they  are  not  modernists,  and  would  wonder  at  the 
new  and  strange  name ;  among  the  poor  the  Church  has 
had  her  bravest  martyrs  and  her  most  devoted  con 
fessors;  among  the  poor  was  that  Christ  who  is  repre 
sented  in  the  Tyrolese  passion  play  as  carrying  on  His 
shoulder  the  axe  that  His  foster-father  used  in  felling  a 
tree;  and  among  the  poor  was  that  sweet  mother  who 
found  her  little  lost  Boy  amidst  the  doctors  in  the  temple 
confounding  them  as  will  He  confuse  the  modernists 
and  as  He  has  perplexed  the  heretics  of  every  age  and 
clime. 


Modernism  Lacks  Originality 

In  superficially  considering  Modernism,  one  is  led  to 
believe,  chiefly  from  the  name,  that  it  is  something  as 
new  as  aerial  navigation  or  wireless  telegraphy;  that  it 
is  a  digest  of  advanced  thought  compounded  of  religion 
and  science — an  original  welding  of  ideas  forged  in  the 
twentieth  century's  mind,  possessing  much  sense,  if  not 
Catholic  truth,  or,  at  the  very  least,  that  it  is  some  form 
of  contradiction  to  our  old  creed  which  has  the  spice  of 
novelty.  There  is  nothing  farther  from  the  reality ;  it  is 
what  Micawber  in  Dickens  would  call  an  "atrocious 
mass," — a  lump  of  ancient  falsehoods  that  smell  musty, 
despite  the  perfumed  robes  bejeweled  with  poetry  and 
embroidered  with  fantastic  wording  that  rhetoric  wrought 
for  its  debut. 

Strange,  indeed,  if  the  devil,  as  bright  in  mind  today 
as  when  ministering  at  the  throne  of  God's  glory,  would 
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wait  until  this  late  time  to  give  full  denial  to  each  and 
every  tenet  of  our  divine  faith.  His  fierce  activity  would 
have  been  misconceived  were  this  a  fact.  No,  as  on 
Calvary,  nineteen  hundred  years  ago,  all  truth  was  deliv 
ered  to  the  Church,  so  the  devil  then  began  and  long  since 
finished  his  intellectual  strategies  to  be  used  for  all  time 
in  one  form  or  another  in  assaults  on  the  body  of  doc 
trine.  What  St.  Augustine  said  of  truth  is  equally  so 
of  error  and  falsehood:  they  are  "ever  ancient  and  ever 
new." 

Modernism,  then,  is  an  amalgamation  of  old  heresies 
and  infidelities.  Let  us  see  if  Tyrrell  in  England  and 
Loisy  in  France  are  not  mistaking  oddity  for  originality, 
and  are  not  strutting  like  the  fabled  jack-daw  in  peacock's 
feathers.  Take  the  modernist's  conception  of  Christ. 
They  say  the  historic  Christ  was  a  mere  man  from  which, 
by  their  fancies  and  imaginings,  His  pious  followers 
manufactured  the  Christ  of  faith.  These  one-time  great 
scholars  forget  the  first  principles  of  logic  that  "no  one 
gives  what  he  has  not."  How,  then,  in  the  name  of 
sense,  could  the  honest  followers  of  Christ  divinize  their 
Master,  when  divinity  was  not  theirs  to  give?  How,  in 
the  name  of  truth,  could  men  seek  the  Truth  and,  at  the 
same  time,  clothe  Him  with  their  own  lies?  The  thing 
is  so  palpably  monstrous  and  contradictory  that  it  is 
difficult  to  write  coldly  about  it.  That  men  should  thus 
blaspheme  God  in  having  His  Christ  a  creature,  peculiarly 
mixed  with  nobility  of  nature  and  everything  that  we 
scorn  in  Mohammed,  transcends  our  conception.  Words 
stumble  against  each  other  in  their  indignation  at  the 
fraud  and  the  folly  of  it  all,  and  the  contemptible 
chicanery  and  jugglery  that  would  fain  rob  our  Lord  of 
His  character. 

No,  the  people  followed  Christ  because  He  was  divine, 
but  they  could  not  make  Him  so,  and  certainly  did  not 
try  to  deceive  themselves  in  a  procedure  so  unnecessary, 
idle  and  foolish. 
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Now,  is  all  this  original  with  the  modernists?  Not 
so ;  Comte  gave  them  the  idea.  This  French  philosopher, 
dying  about  the  middle  of  the  nineteenth  century,  held 
that  humanity  should  be  spelled  with  a  capital  H — that 
humanity  itself  was  the  Great  Being.  With  him  hu 
manity  was  divinity,  and  so  there  is  no  great  difference 
between  the  modernists  who  would  give  humanity  the 
deification  of  Christ,  and  Comte  who  held  that  humanity 
itself  was  God. 

Here  is  rank  pantheism,  which  holds  as  its  chief  tenet 
that  "all  things  are  God."  Mr.  Campbell,  author  of  the 
"new  theology/'  that  is  made  to  fit  the  unique  schemes  of 
Modernism,  declares  that  there  is  no  "real  distinction 
between  humanity  and  God."  This  is  pride  gone  mad  as 
a  March  hare. 

Modernism  is  like  Methodism,  which  has  dealt  so 
largely  in  feeling  by  giving  individual  experience,  that  it 
has  become  the  laughing-stock  of  those  who  would  like 
to  see  commonsense  at  least  part  of  an  offering  to  the  all- 
wise  God.  The  modernists  pretend  to  believe  that  the 
starting  point  of  worship  is  the  heart.  God,  they  say, 
does  not  address  the  mind  but  the  heart,  creating  feeling 
which  is  itself  revelation.  Is  there  much  difference  here 
between  Modernism  and  out-and-out  Protestantism  ?  Put 
private  judgment,  coming  from  within,  instead  of  feeling 
springing  therefrom,  and  Modernism  and  Protestantism 
are  identical.  It  may  be  said,  however,  that  Protestant 
ism  admits  an  external  revelation,  while  the  modernist 
undoes  this  with  his  strenuous  theory  that  will  permit 
almost  nothing  except  what  science  demonstrates.  This 
is  true,  but  in  the  last  analysis  the  Protestant's  idea  of 
revelation  comes  to  him  from  within,  strained  through 
the  alembic  of  his  own  private  judgment,  no  matter  what 
may  be  the  character  of  the  book  outside  his  eyes  and 
beyond  his  mind. 

As  the  latest  heresy  is  the  sum  total  of  all  the  humbugs 
in  religion  that  preceded  it,  so  we  will  find  that  this  new 
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system  of  criticism,  which  the  modernists  delight  to  call 
their  theory,  will  be  a  dovetailing  of  every  form  of 
execrable  thought  from  the  time  of  Arius  to  Jansenius, 
embellished  by  their  vagaries  and  made  to  fit  the 
exegencies  of  their  own  evil  hour.  Modernism,  it  is 
true,  would  analyze,  but  not  as  the  experienced  logician 
who  would  show  the  propriety  of  religion's  parts  and 
their  splendid  aptness  to  God's  purpose,  but  would,  in 
pride  and  anger,  like  a  mad  dog,  dismember  religion  by 
ruthlessly  tearing  it  to  pieces. 

Thank  God  that  the  glorious  Pius  X,  who  walks  the 
bridge  on  the  ship  of  Peter,  has  given  in  the  jarring  storm 
a  note  that  betokens  the  force  and  music  of  true  prin 
ciple  ! 


St.  Thomas,  the  Crux  of  Modernism 

The  opposition  to  St.  Thomas  is  not  original  with  the 
Modernists.  From  the  time  the  Fathers  of  the  Church 
met  at  Trent  to  sign  the  death  warrant  of  Protestantism, 
when  they  placed  on  the  altar  two  books — the  Sacred 
Scriptures  and  the  Summa — to  the  present  erring  hour, 
the  Church,  besides  holding  in  her  right  hand  revelation, 
has  in  her  left  reason,  and  so  Christ's  truth  cannot  be 
assailed  without  St.  Thomas  being  dishonored.  What  is 
scholasticism?  St.  Thomas  took  the  great  system  of 
Aristotle,  which  was  long  misread  and  misunderstood 
(as  the  pagan  philosopher  was  once  called  by  no  less  a 
personage  than  Tertullian  "the  patriarch  of  heresies"), 
stripped  it  of  its  errors  ever  native  to  genius  that  has  not 
the  light  of  Christian  faith,  improved  its  expressions, 
definitely  pronounced  what  it  only  obscurely  suggested, 
recast  all  its  principles  in  the  mold  of  his  own  graceful 
rnind,  received  from  the  theories  of  the  schoolmen  who 
for  years  had  followed  the  "kindly  light"  of  the  pagan 
sage  their  best  ideas,  created  in  them  order  with  military 
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precision  where  mob-like  confusion  prevailed,  and,  sys 
tematizing  all,  made  it  do  valiant  service,  particularly  in 
the  cause  of  Christian  polemics  and  generally  in  declaring 
and  proving  the  reasonableness  of  Catholic  faith  and 
practice.  Such  is  briefly  what  is  meant  by  scholasticism. 

As  the  great  work,  embodied  in  the  Summa  of  the 
Angelic  Doctor,  began  by  righting  the  Greek  schism  and 
other  heresies,  it  has  ever  been  with  reason  so  much 
dreaded  by  heresy  that  some  advocates  of  Protestantism 
have  boldly,  if  extravagantly,  declared  that  St.  Thomas 
is  as  necessary  to  our  faith  as  the  Resurrection  is  to 
Christianity. 

Need  we  wonder,  then,  that  every  book  we  take  from 
the  hands  of  the  world's  librarians  is  filled  with  denuncia 
tions  of  St.  Thomas,  or  naively  declares  that  scholasti 
cism  is  dead  with  the  thirteenth  century,  in  which  it  had 
its  best  advocates  ?  The  death  of  scholasticism  is  a  death 
kindred  to  that  of  our  Catholic  faith,  referring  to  which 
the  illustrious  doctor,  St.  Augustine,  said  in  his  early 
day:  "They  see  the  Church  and  they  say,  'she  is  about 
to  die ;  soon  her  very  name  will  disappear ;  there  will  be 
no  more  Christians ;  they  have  had  their  day.'  Whilst 
they  are  thus  speaking,  I  see  these  very  men  die  them 
selves,  day  by  day,  and  the  Church  stand  forth  proclaim 
ing  the  power  of  God  to  all  succeeding  generations." 

Passing  over  the  countless  list  of  magazines  where  it 
has  grown  to  be  an  axiom  that  Kant  is  the  philosopher  of 
modern  progress  and  scholasticism  its  rusty  straight- 
jacket,  we  see  in  standard  works  egregious  errors  regard 
ing  the  philosophy  of  St.  Thomas.  Hallam,  in  his 
''Middle  Ages,"  says:  "This  philosophy  so  famous  for 
several  ages  has  since  passed  away  and  been  forgotten." 
The  encyclopedias  have  wandered  far  from  the  truth 
about  the  tenets  of  the  schoolmen,  and  especially  is  this 
true  of  the  Britannica,  where  it  is  substantially  stated 
that  scholasticism,  instead  of  being  the  most  lively  of 
issues,  lies  forgotten  in  history's  cemetery. 
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Strange  is  all  this  information,  which  only  shows  that 
"the  wish  is  father  to  the  thought,"  and  stranger  still  is 
it  that  such  brilliant  pens  as  Modernism  commands  should 
be  thus  ignobly  warring  against  the  dead,  instead  of 
writing  epitaphs  for  their  memory.  Despite  silence  that 
would  propose  to  make  men  forget,  and  misrepresentation 
that  would  prejudice  the  name  of  St.  Thomas,  he  lives 
and  breathes  in  the  love  of  the  present  glorious  Holy 
Father,  who  exhorts  the  universities  of  the  world,  as  did 
his  illustrious  predecessors,  to  be  guided  in  all  their  pro 
found  studies  by  a  light  that  "never  led  to  bewilder  and 
dazzled  to  blind,"  but,  "as  the  sun,"  to  quote  the  mas 
terful  encyclical  of  Leo  XIII,  "heated  the  world  with  the 
ardor  of  his  virtues  and  filled  it  with  the  splendor  of 
his  teaching." 

How  like  a  prophet  stands  the  renowned  Innocent  VI, 
who,  almost  in  rhapsody  over  the  principles  of  St. 
Thomas,  says :  "His  teaching  above  that  of  others,  the 
canons  alone  excepted,  enjoys  such  an  elegance  of  phrase 
ology,  a  method  of  statement,  a  truth  of  proposition,  that 
those  who  hold  to  it  are  never  found  swerving  from  the 
path  of  truth,  and  he  who  dare  assail  it  will  always  be 
suspected  of  error" 

Such  is  the  philosophy  of  St.  Thomas,  magnificently 
unpopular,  as  is  the  Church  which  canonized  him  for  his 
virtue  and  learning — a  philosophy  that  has  Christianized 
the  tenets  of  Aristotle  even  as  it  has  in  turn  been  idealized 
in  Dante's  immortal  verse;  a  philosophy  that  reverently 
seeks  for  the  reasons  of  everything  that  is  a  subject  for 
the  investigation  of  the  human  mind ;  a  philosophy  that 
finds  it  easy  to  acknowledge  mysteries,  as  it  groans  with 
the  consciousness  of  the  poor  human  mind's  limitations ; 
a  philosophy  that  has  been  a  lamp  to  the  feet  of  Catholic 
scientists,  for  what  is  true  in  philosophy  must  be  true  in 
science ;  and  hence  has  blazed  the  way  to  the  marvels  of 
Roger  Bacon,  to  whom  as  Draper,  a  Protestant  historian, 
says,  is  to  be  attributed  the  "Renaissance  of  Science"; 
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to  the  wonders  of  music,  which  is  an  art  and  a  science ; 
to  architecture,  with  its  majestic  symmetry  and  splendid 
proportions ;  to  mechanics,  which,  according  to  Mr. 
Whewell,  an  author,  not  to  be  suspected  of  partiality,  was 
completed  by  Leonardi  da  Vinci,  Galileo  and  Severinus, 
the  last  a  pensioner  of  Rome,  and  all  three  devoted  sons 
of  Catholicity ;  to  the  Jesuit  Secchi,  an  author  of  a 
standard  work  on  the  sun,  and  Leverrier,  the  discoverer 
of  Neptune,  and  Plana,  with  his  three  great  volumes  on 
the  moon;  to  Caselli,  a  canon  of  Florence  who  in  the 
middle  of  the  nineteenth  century  discovered  the  Pantelo- 
graph,  and  to  all  the  wonderful  names  in  botany  and 
geography,  geology,  physics,  chemistry,  mathematics, 
medicine  and  physiology,  ending  with  the  great  benefac 
tors  of  mankind,  represented  in  the  pious  Catholics, 
doctors  Roentgen  and  Pasteur.  All  these  does  the  steady 
light  of  St.  Thomas  help  to  their  wonderful  conclusions, 
so  that  it  is  too  true  what  the  profound  Orestes  Brown- 
son  declares  that  "Christendom  owes  to  Catholics  all  the 
great  leading  scientific  discoveries  and  inventions  of 
which  we  boast." 

It  is  easy  to  find  the  reason  of  this,  for  the  human 
intellect  does  best  work  when  it  shines  not  with  its  own 
phosphorescent  gleam,  but  when  it  adds  to  its  native 
brilliancy,  as  did  St.  Thomas,  the  sparkle  of  faith  that  is 
kindled  by  the  "Father  of  Light" — the  same  eternal  mind 
of  all  truths,  be  they  religious  or  scientific. 


The  Holy  Father  and  Cardinal  Newman 

The  Rt.  Rev.  Dr.  O'Dwyer,  Bishop  of  Limerick,  has 
had  the  exceptional  honor  of  receiving  from  Pope  Pius 
X  an  autograph  letter  commending  his  recent  article  on 
"Cardinal  Newman  and  the  Modernists,"  and,  at  the  same 
time,  formally  and  expressly  vindicating  the  great 
churchman  from  the  aspersions  made  upon  his  ortho- 
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doxy  by  the  new  set  who  have  no  scruples  in  tarnishing 
the  splendor  of  Newman's  principles  by  claiming  that 
they  are  kindred  to  their  own  false  tenets.  We  cull  from 
the  conclusion  a  period  that  gives  a  resume  of  the  Holy 
Father's  laudatory  sentiments  of  the  works  and  character 
of  John  Henry  Newman: 

"From  so  great  a  master  they  may  learn  many  noble  things — 
in  the  first  place,  to  hold  the  magisterium  of  the  Church  sacred, 
to  preserve  inviolate  the  doctrine  handed  down  from  the  fathers; 
and,  what  is  the  chief  thing  for  the  preservation  of  Catholic  truth, 
to  honor  and  obey  with  the  utmost  fidelity  the  successor  of  blessed 
Peter." 

"To  hold  the  magisterium  of  the  Church  sacred." 
Newman,  like  all  sublime  minds,  was  essentially  humble. 
His  prayer  was  ever,  "Lead,  kindly  light,  amid  the  en 
circling  gloom!"  and  so  he  followed  the  guidance  of  the 
Church  and  valued  books  only  for  the  meaning  that  she 
gave  them.  He  was  ever  willing  to  part  forever  with 
those  great  works  of  which  he  was  the  author,  if  anything 
out  of  touch  with  Catholic  truth  defiled  them.  Only 
truth  was  the  weight  which  gave  them  value  to  his  eye 
and  mind.  Like  Fenelon,  he  would  burn  them  if  they 
would  in  any  way  be  the  means  of  burning  souls. 

In  passing  we  would  say  that  there  is  nothing  that 
proves  faith  more  than  the  author's  own  destruction  of  a 
book  condemned  for  its  lax  or  false  holdings.  Isaac,  led 
to  his  death  by  his  fond  father  Abraham,  is  not  com 
parable  to  the  scene  wherein  an  author  gives  to  the  flames 
his  book — the  very  child  of  his  mind.  Think  of  the 
sweat  that  went  with  its  periods,  of  the  heart's  blood 
exhausted  in  its  thoughts,  of  the  hardship  in  which  it 
was  begotten,  and  then,  after  all  this,  to  have  its  con 
demnation  decreed.  To  do  one's  duty  then,  is  duty 
indeed;  to  show  one's  love  for  truth  then,  is  certainly 
fidelity;  to  manifest  docility  then,  is  a  test  supreme  of 
obedience.  Newman  always  stood  ready  to  cast  this 
sacrifice  on  the  blazing  fagot  at  Rome's  bidding;  how- 
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ever,  Rome  never  bid,  but  on  the  contrary,  had  honors 
for  him  in  life  and  now  in1  death  has  praise  for  his 
majestic  thoughts,  magnificent  labors,  and  peerless 
Catholicity.  The  Church  to  Newman  was  school  and 
sanctuary,  bestowing  light  to  the  mind  and  grace  to  the 
soul.  The  Church  to  him  was  not  another  Christ,  but 
Christ  Himself,  in  knowledge  begetting  and  cherishing 
high  ideas  and  heavenly  ideals  and,  in  wisdom,  inspiring 
love  and  service  that  would  bespeak  faith  in  raised 
golden  letters  of  action.  Newman  never  put  a  book  in 
one  scale  and  his  soul  in  the  other.  He  valued  a  man's 
mind  only  in  so  far  as  it  led  the  soul  to  the  understand 
ing  of  its  purpose  and  the  realization  of  its  destiny.  In 
the  Church  to  which  he  struggled  through  so  many  doubts 
and  perplexities,  and  for  which  he  sacrificed  the  ten- 
derest  ties  of  kinship  and  all  the  endearments  of  friend 
ships,  which  at  one  time  were  what  made  his  life  worth 
the  living,  he  was  as  a  little  child — not  leading,  but  led ; 
not  self-conscious,  but  ever  self-distrustful ;  not  a  master, 
but  a  pupil ;  not  a  prophet,  but  humble  and  prayerful, 
studying  while  being  taught,  and  ever  grateful  to  God 
for  the  splendid  security  of  mind  and  serenity  of  soul 
enjoyed  in  the  certainties  of  our  glorious  Catholic  creed. 
So  Newman  revered  the  magisterium  of  the  Church, 
whose  wishes  were  his  commands,  whose  commands 
were  his  guiding  stars  and  whose  beautiful  truths  and 
graces  charmed  as  well  as  enriched  one  who  had  unwit 
tingly  wasted  years  in  following  will-o'-the-wisps  of 
Protestantism,  whose  only  purpose  is  to  deceive  and  be 
deceived. 

Newman  was  reverential  to  the  past,  venerated  tradi 
tion  and  built  securely  on  the  fathers  and  doctors. 

He  never  did,  as  some  of  our  recent  scholars  do,  make 
the  twentieth  century,  like  a  child,  mount  to  the  shoulder 
of  its  father  and  then  say:  "I  am  bigger  and  taller  than 
you."  He  was,  besides  a  theologian,  a  great  philosopher, 
who  knew  that  thought,  like  men  and  trees,  grows,  and 
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so  he  did  not  give  a  compliment  to  one  century  that  would 
be  an  insult  to  another. 

He  was  reverent  of  the  great  minds  that  rear  like 
"towers  of  ivory"  in  the  vast  spaces  of  time,  and  learned 
from  Augustine  and  Jerome,  from  Chrysostom  and  Ber 
nard  and  Thomas  the  truth  divine  that  their  glowing 
intelligences  explained.  He  worshiped  tradition,  for  he 
knew  that  it  contained  all  truth  and  the  scriptures  only 
some,  and  he  believed  that  tradition  came  before  scrip 
ture  and  was  more  important  than  holy  writ,  for  the 
Christ  and  His  apostles  preached  before  evangelists 
wrote. 

Newman,  above  all  things,  honored  and  obeyed  the 
Holy  Father.  He  honored  him  because  of  his  blessed 
privileges  and  obeyed  him  because  of  his  heavenly  power. 
So  there  was  nothing  lacking  in  him  of  the  finest,  best 
and  most  formal  Catholicity,  and  hence  the  Church 
applauds  her  child  and  comes  with  the  power  of  her 
Head  to  save  from  the  ravening  wolves  of  Modernism 
the  thoughts  of  her  scholar  and  her  cardinal,  and  to 
reverence  the  memory  of  a  reverent  man  in  the  sight  and 
hearing  of  modernists  who  revere  nothing  that  he 
revered,  but  put  their  own  whims  instead  of  papal  de 
crees,  their  own  fancies  in  place  of  thoughts  that  lead 
mankind  unerringly  to  God. 


The  Absurd  Modernist 

Heresy  is  ever  the  creature  of  pride,  and  so  we  do  not 
wonder  at  the  conceited  pranks  that  Modernism  cuts  to 
impress  upon  our  novel  age  the  fact  of  its  existence.  One 
cf  the  very  latest  expressions  of  the  new  cult  happened 
at  the  lecture  of  M.  Paul  Sabatier  on  "The  Liberal  or 
Modernist  Movement  in  the  Roman  Catholic  Church." 
The  lecture  was  given  in  London,  England,  and  the  lec 
turer  was  introduced  by  Mrs.  Humphrey  Ward.  The 
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lecture  and  its  introduction  divide  the  honors  as  far  as 
startling  statements  are  concerned. 

Mrs.  Ward  claims  for  her  novel,  "Robert  Elsmere," 
the  distinction  of  parenting  the  movement  that  brought 
upon  its  vagaries  the  curse  of  Rome.  I  have  not  Mrs. 
Ward's  book  to  hand,  and  so  my  memory,  twenty  years 
old,  must  serve  in  the  premise.  "Robert  Elsmere"  was 
made  attractive  by  a  keen  analysis  of  character,  a  clever 
description  of  the  unfolding  of  a  dissatisfied  mind,  and 
refreshing  passages  of  a  pastoral  nature  that  caused  us 
to  revert  to  Wordsworth  and  Father  Faber.  How 
Robert  could  claim  relationship  with  the  present  heresy 
is  known  only  to  those  who  have  doubted  and  denied 
everything  that  age  and  piety  deemed  subjects  of  rev 
erence,  and  how  Modernism  can  arrogate  a  Christian 
character  for  even  a  passing  day,  if  derived  from  this 
book,  transcends  our  fancy.  Robert  was  an  Episcopalian 
preacher  and  descended  in  the  scale  of  Christian  belief 
by  becoming  a  Unitarian.  If  the  purpose  of  Modernism 
is  to  make  a  parallel  line  to  such  a  course,  we  thank  Mrs. 
Ward  for  the  word,  and  we  again  extol  the  wisdom  of 
Pius  X  in  the  same  sentence. 

Another  queer  expression  of  Mrs.  Ward  enters  the 
interview  she  describes  with  M.  Brunetiere.  It  is  a 
reflection  upon  the  orthodoxy  of  this  gifted  and  devoted 
Catholic,  as  she  makes  him  say  that  Rome  should,  in 
treating  Modernism,  impose  "no  personal  penalties,  no 
disciplinary  measures."  M.  Brunetiere,  as  a  dutiful 
Catholic,  went  to  confession  and  accepted  his  penance 
there;  M.  Brunetiere  knew  that  all  governments  have 
their  awards  as  well  as  punishments,  and  so,  too,  has  the 
kingdom  of  Christ;  M.  Brunetiere  knew  that  man's 
thought  would  rush  to  ruin  were  not  truth  safeguarded 
by  fear  of  penalties  for  violation,  as  well  as  by  love  of  its 
innate  character;  M.  Brunetiere,  a  brave,  chivalrous 
defender  of  his  Church,  with  the  ever-constant  courage 
of  his  convictions,  is  on  record  nowhere  for  such  tenets, 


86  MODERNISM 

save  in  the  mouth  of  Mrs.  Humphrey  Ward,  and  we 
refuse  to  accept  either  eulogy  or  defamation  of  Brune- 
tiere  from  such  a  vaporous  source. 

Now,  as  to  the  lecturer:  First  of  all  the  title  of  his 
theme  is  a  lie.  There  is  no  Modernist  movement  in  the 
Church;  it  is  certainly  outside  her,  for  Truth  does  not 
beget  falsehood.  He  might  as  well  say  that  any  form  of 
Protestantism  was  in  the  Church,  since  our  Holy  Father 
Pius  X  put  Modernism  outside  the  temple  of  Truth,  by 
condemning  modernistic  tenets  and  formally  excommuni 
cating  Loisy,  their  author,  for  his  generally  irreverent 
and  sometimes  brutally  blasphemous  ravings.  That  M. 
Sabatier  should  still  believe  himself  a  Catholic,  shows 
how  conceit  can  easily  reach  the  state  of  insanity. 

Sabatier  says :  "The  Catholic  Church  to  them  is  home" 
and  "they  felt  that  it  was  the  true  courage  to  remain, 
hoping  for  the  day  when  they  would  be  once  more  under 
stood."  "Home,"  indeed,  is  the  Church  to  us  all,  where 
the  heart  is  made  strong  in  "fortitude,"  one  of  the  graces 
of  confirmation — "Home,"  where  the  mind  is  brightened 
with  no  flickering  light — "Home,"  where  rest  is  a 
security,  and  hope  gets  rich  indulgence — and  as  children 
we  take  off  our  hat  in  reverence,  enter  its  portals  and 
obey  its  great  Father  and  King.  Would  M.  Sabatier 
believe  that  children  should  school  their  sire  instead  of 
obeying  him?  Would  he  lead  us  to  believe  that  the 
modernists  are  so  profound  that  they  are  not  understood 
by  anything  as  shallow  as  Rome  and  her  eternal  tradi 
tions  ?  He  might  as  well  tell  us  that  the  foot  is  the  brain 
force  and  not  the  head.  He  might  as  well  say  that  when 
a  member  of  a  social  club  is  expelled  therefrom,  it  would 
not  be  unparalleled  conceit  to  say  he  was  still  a  member, 
engaged  in  reforming  its  by-laws  and  constitution.  No, 
M.  Sabatier,  you  are  outside  a  locked  door  in  a  stone 
wall,  and  only  your  act  of  contrition,  given  in  no  mumbled 
nouns  or  minced  adjectives,  will  cause  the  door  to  swing 
open  again.  Your  external  affiliation  to  a  Church,  whose 
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head  you  deem  ignorant  and  whose  heart  you  have 
pained,  is  essentially  Protestant,  and  makes  you  appear 
so  twisted  that  you  are  more  ridiculous  than  the  child 
who,  looking  downward  from  a  speeding  wagon,  declares 
the  ground,  instead  of  his  vehicle,  is  flying. 


By-Paths  of  Modernism 

The  other  day  the  Holy  Father  (writing  to  the 
renowned  author,  Caspar  Decurtius,  professor  in  the 
Catholic  University  of  Freiburg,  Switzerland),  shows 
how  the  divine  radiance  of  his  eyes  lights  up  all  the  ways 
of  humankind,  quickly  discovering  error,  and  happily 
showing  truth  in  itself  and  in  its  exercise. 

''For  some  time  past,"  writes  this  wise  seer  of  the  age, 
"we  observed  amid  the  various  forms  under  which 
Modernism  hides  itself  and  continues  to  act,  that  of 
literature,  in  the  shape  of  romances,  novels  and  critical 
essays." 

Philosophical  and  theological  Modernism,  wounded  to 
death  under  the  blows  of  the  Encyclical  "Pascendi," 
skulked  off  tiger-like  into  its  bramble,  to  discover  by 
paths  wherein  to  whine  some  new  form  of  diabolical 
cant.  Modernism  seized  on  romance  and  novel,  wherein 
it  sought  to  give  the  pitying  smile  to  every  Catholic 
character,  to  gibe  him  for  the  truths  and  ceremonies  to 
which  he  shows  devotion,  in  general  to  tolerate  him,  and 
for  its  generous  condescension  to  expect  a  palm  for 
charity.  Every  trick  that  infamy  could  devise  was 
adopted  to  belittle  Catholic  culture,  and  in  the  same  ratio 
to  extol  the  taste  and  thought  and  the  exquisite  social 
status  of  the  disciples  of  the  new  cult. 

A  false  glow,  that,  absolutely  viewed,  is  nothing  more 
than  the  phosphorescent  gleam  from  decaying  matter, 
makes  Modernism  attractive,  but  when  relatively  consid 
ered  in  the  light  of  the  Sun  of  Truth  the  specious  nothing 


88  MODERNISM 

vanishes.  The  ''airy  fairy"  creatures  of  society  are  made 
to  flit  in  fantastic  fashion  around  the  modernistic  light, 
and  to  be  strictly  up  to  date,  while  in  the  story  the  Cath 
olic  is  represented  as  if  he  were  dug  out  of  a  mediaeval 
tome,  with  the  smell  of  must  and  death  on  his  garments, 
arid  with  his  principles  shivering,  as  if  they  just  were 
taken  from  cold  storage. 

All  this,  of  course,  has  a  tendency  to  cheapen  our 
glorious  truths  in  the  minds  of  those  who  covet  the 
passing  follies  of  a  feather-brained  society — who  forget 
that  Europe  is  our  Church's  art  gallery  and  that  its 
history  is  stranger  than  fiction  in  the  sacrifices  that  filled 
the  earth  with  marvels  and  peopled  heaven  with  wonders ; 
who  forget  that  the  Popes  were  the  lamps  of  the  genera 
tions,  shedding  their  beneficent  intelligences  on  all  the 
dark  problems  of  men,  as  well  as  lighting  up  Africas 
untrodden  by  civilization ;  who  forget  that  the  only  thing 
constant  is  Catholic  truth  because  it  is  perfect,  that  the 
only  thing  that  can  explain  the  mysteries  of  time  and 
eternity  is  the  saving  tenets  of  our  unvarying  creed. 

So  these  creations  of  society  in  their  ignorance  first 
blush,  then  doubt,  afterwards  waver,  and  finally  apos 
tatize.  For  it  all  they  have  the  frills  and  flounces  of 
temporary  success,  and  the  empty  smile  of  shallow 
brains  and  trifling  hearts.  Following  their  foolish  vaga 
ries,  their  destiny  is  ignored  and  truth  is  decried.  And 
what  is  truth  with  Modernism?  Something  at  which  we 
can  guess  to  amuse  ourselves.  It  is  something  not  con 
sidered  knowable,  in  order  to  make  religious  error  all  the 
more  pardonable,  and  faith  mercurial  and  evasive  to  even 
ardent  intellects.  Truth  to  the  Catholic  is  certain  as  is 
God,  for  God  is  truth.  No  wild  fancies  have  a  place  in 
Catholic  faith,  no  guesses  are  there  tolerated.  Infalli 
bility  comes  with  its  offerings  of  certainties  that  steady 
the  mind  and  enrich  the  soul.  The  Church  does  not  dye 
faded  fabrics  to  make  them  fair  to  the  eye,  as  does 
Modernism  old  lies,  but  has  its  beautiful  truths  ever  new 
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because  the  breath  of  Christ  is  in  them  every  hour,  and 
hence  ever  consistent  in  logic  all  divine. 

Strange  the  devilish  wiles  of  this  gay  deceiver  called 
Modernism !  It  holds  for  truth  in  science  and  runs  itself 
out  of  breath  extolling  the  facts  that  science  has  estab 
lished,  but,  when  religion  is  in  its  mouth,  anything  will 
do.  Is  not  this  consistency,  with  a  vengeance — a  consist 
ency  which  truly  reveals  the  essentially  pagan  character 
of  this  would-be  modern  invention  of  saver  of  souls? 
Paganism's  superstitions  sinned  through  excess, — Mod 
ernism's,  through  defect.  The  pagan  had  reverence  for 
his  Jupiter,  respected  his  Lares  (the  household  gods), 
and  was  scrupulous  in  his  rites;  but  the  modernist  sets 
a  premium  on  flippancy,  has  the  same  regard  for  religious 
doubt  as  for  an  established  truth,  and  would  fain  delight 
in  muddling  all  the  great  questions  that  engage  man's 
serious  thought.  His  Christ  is  one  thing  in  scripture  and 
another  in  history,  although  as  God  He  is  "unchanged 
and  unchangeable."  His  faith  is  a  compound  of  all  the 
ancient  calumnies  against  Christ  and  His  Church,  con 
cocted  hypocritically,  as  the  results  of  twentieth  century 
intellectual  progress.  Never  was  there  a  time  when  the 
catechism  should  be  studied  more  closely  than  now, 
when  all  the  wiles  of  novelists  and  all  the  tricks  of 
sophistry  are  employed  by  the  sweating  agents  of  the  new 
fad  and  folly  called  Modernism  with  its  falsehoods  as 
ancient  as  Arius. 


Heresy's  Erratic  Logic  and 
Kindred  Queer  Things 


The  Anarchist 

As  evidenced  from  the  Madrid  occurrence  on  occasion 
of  the  royal  marriage,  anarchy  is  still,  as  ever,  the  foul 
fiend  whose  life  is  madness  and  whose  "end  is  destruc 
tion."  The  anarchist  is  the  logical  consequence  of  a 
materialistic  school,  whose  God  is  matter,  whose  angel  is 
force.  The  difference  between  the  devil's  and  the  anar 
chist's  mind  favors  the  devil ;  he,  at  least,  is  not  an 
infidel,  and  there  is  "method  in  his  madness,"  but  the 
anarchist,  without  plan  or  purpose,  with  ghoulish  delight 
in  chaos,  would  have  the  world  hell. 

To  undo  civilization  with  the  bomb,  to  destroy  altars 
and  thrones,  to  send  back  Christianity  to  that  paganism 
which  it  long  ago  conquered,  and  to  murder  with  ease 
and  impunity, — this  is  the  will  of  anarchy,  whose  only 
purpose  is  to  ruin  the  peace  and  delights  of  mankind.  It 
is  the  enemy  of  humanity,  and  humanity  in  all  the  govern 
ments  of  the  world  ought  array  itself  against  the  fiend. 
We  know  not  whether  anarchy  is  crime  run  to  insanity, 
or  insanity  run  to  crime ;  but  this  is  clear,  that  the  prison 
or  the  madhouse  should  be  the  rooftree  of  men  once 
proved  to  even  belong  to  the  murderous  cult.  Could 
there  be  anything  fashioned  in  hell  itself  to  surpass  the 
cowardly  and  murderous  assault  on  a  bride  coming  from 
the  altar,  and  that  bride  a  stranger  and  a  queen? 

And  then  the  madness  of  it  all,  to  think  that  in  killing 
the  king  they  are  destroying  the  kingdom ! 
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A  Rector  and  His  Lie 

Under  the  head  of  "Anti-clericalism  in  Spain,"  the 
rector  of  the  University  of  Salamanca  in  the  Universal 
Diary  of  Madrid  gave  some  periods  before  which  the 
Father  of  Lies  himself  would  bow,  and  whose  logic 
would  cause  his  Satanic  Majesty  to  fold  his  arms  and 
rest  for  a  season.  Hear  him :  "Spanish  Catholicism  has 
de-Christianized  Spain.  The  majority  of  our  priests 
have  never  read  the  gospels,  except  the  few  extracts  that 
are  read  in  Latin  during  the  mass,"  etc. 

The  second  period  is  doubtless  by  our  logician  intended 
as  the  reason  of  the  first.  "Spanish  Catholicism"!  Here 
is  a  contradiction  in  terms.  "Catholicism"  is  a  most 
generic  noun  and  "Spanish"  is  a  specific  adjective.  If 
Catholicism  de-Christianized  Spain,  the  very  same  Ca 
tholicism  has  the  power  of  de-Christianizing  any  man 
and  any  nation.  It  would  be  a  fantastic  argument, 
indeed,  which  would  produce  the  proof,  and  literature 
has  lost  something  odd  if  not  original  in  the  learned 
rector  stopping  short  at  his  gratuitous  assertion.  We 
always  supposed  that  Catholicism  essentially  Christian 
ized.  We  supposed,  until  the  rector  arose  in  his  wrath, 
that  all  the  nations  of  Europe  were  Christianized  by  the 
de-Christianizing  Catholicism  which  he  decries  and  which 
is  making  Spain  a  compeer  to  the  barbarians  whose  ham 
mers  one  time  smashed  European  civilization.  We  have 
never  learned  the  day  or  the  hour  when  one  tittle  of 
Catholic  faith  changed,  and  yet  that  glorious  faith,  the 
rector  to  the  contrary,  gave  a  St.  Patrick  to  Ireland,  St. 
Augustine  to  England,  St.  Boniface  and  Willibald  and 
Kilian  to  Germany.  Farther  north  Bishops  Ausgar  and 
Sturmius  gave  Christian  principles  to  Norway  and 
Sweden.  Then  St.  Adalbert  won  his  aureola  by  con 
verting  Prussia.  Has  the  learned  rector  forgotten  that 
St.  Stephen  "de-Christianized"  Hungary  and  that  the 
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saintly  Bishops  Cyril  and  Methodius  won  Slavonia  and 
Bulgaria  to  the  gospel  and  to  Christ?  Has  he  ceased  to 
remember  that  the  Catholic  ardor  of  an  Ignatius  melted 
the  snows  of  Russia  in  the  evangelization  of  this  vast 
empire  ? 

Will  the  learned  rector  please  state  when  the  change 
came  over  Catholicism  that  it  has  ceased  to  plant  seeds 
so  divine  that  neither  arctic  frost  nor  tropic  sun  inter 
feres  with  their  growth  ? 

We  fear  the  rector  believes  the  place  of  Pontius  Pilate 
to  be  equal  with  the  Christ  who  stood  silently  before  him. 
All  he  wants  is  to  be  looked  at ;  contradiction  is  accept 
able  to  him  as  "confirmation  strong  as  proofs  of  Holy 
Writ" 

Isn't  it  passing  strange  that  the  priests,  as  only 
scholars,  would  have  not  even  common  curiosity  to  see 
the  rest  of  the  gospel,  since  the  "few  extracts"  in  the 
missal  are  certainly  sublime  in  their  thought  and  ter 
minology?  Is  it  true  that  there  are  only  a  "few  extracts"? 
Strange  that  this  advocate  of  the  gospel  would  forget 
the  character  of  the  pages  that  are  freighted  down  with 
truth !  Is  it  not  so  that  the  missal  teems  not  with  extracts 
but  with  all  the  gospel  in  its  great  lessons  of  morality  and 
religion  ?  Sunday  after  Sunday  a  complete  record  of  the 
doings  of  Christ,  his  speeches  and  deductions  therefrom 
as  given  by  His  inspired  evangelists,  are  preached  to  the 
people  in  the  vernacular,  and  yet  the  priests  do  not  care 
for  the  gospel!  Now  if  they  don't,  who  does?  Might 
we  ask  the  learned  rector  who  were  the  evangelists? 
Were  they  not  children  of  that  same  Catholicism  which 
now  "de-Christianizes"  Spain,  receiving  their  crowns  of 
immortal  sanctity  from  Catholicism,  giving  their  works 
to  Catholicism  to  treasure,  which  works  were  preserved 
by  Catholicism  down  to  the  day  when  the  rector  with 
ingenuity  diabolical  defamed  the  councils  of  the  sacred 
text  in  giving  false  testimony  against  his  neighbor?  If 
the  gospel  would  cause  men  to  lie  to  the  very  teeth  of 
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fact,  as  the  rector  of  Salamanca,  it  would  be  a  God's 
blessing  if  the  people  never  saw  farther  than  the  book's 
cover. 

We  would  respectfully  demand  of  the  rector  a  text 
from  the  gospel  ordering  the  people,  as  a  necessity  for 
their  salvation  to  read  it.  On  the  contrary,  "hear  the 
Church!"  is  the  sum  and  substance  of  its  mandates.  The 
Church  was  before  the  writings  of  sacred  scriptures,  as 
she  was  an  organization  by  Christ  for  the  heavenly  guid 
ance  of  mankind  before  ever  her  canonized  children,  St. 
Matthew,  St.  Mark,  St.  Luke  and  St.  John,  touched  with 
inspired  stylus  the  parchment  that  was  to  contain  the 
glorious  message  that  the  priest,  so  obnoxious  to  the 
rector,  kisses  with  love  at  His  altar.  It  is  not  in  solici 
tude  for  the  truth  of  Catholicism  that  the  rector  asperses 
the  glory  of  Spain,  Catholic  in  its  literature  glowing  with 
the  wealth  of  thought  of  a  Lope  de  Vega  or  a  Calderon ; 
Catholic  in  its  art  with  the  canvases  of  a  Murillo  or  a 
Velasquez ;  Catholic  in  its  architecture  that  is  the  expres 
sion  of  a  nation's  civilization  in  marble;  but  it  is  hatred 
for  the  priest,  upon  whom  the  rector  in  his  utter  want  of 
logic  would  fain  believe  that  the  Church  depends,  and 
not  the  priest  upon  the  Church. 


They  Know  Not  What  They  Do 

Francisco  Ferrer  was  shot  in  the  Montjuich  prison,  on 
the  morning  of  October  14,  1909,  for  the  part  he  took  as 
ringleader  in  the  recent  rebellion  at  Barcelona.  Valuable 
property  in  this  beautiful  Spanish  city  was  destroyed, 
gentle  citizens,  including  priests  and  nuns,  were  ruthlessly 
slain,  law  was  utterly  ignored,  authority  scorned,  and,  as 
a  result,  the  life  of  this  scoundrel,  blackguard  and  pro 
moter  of  chaos  was  taken  in  return  for  the  lives  that 
were  immolated  in  barbaric  fashion.  One  would  natur- 


94  HERESY'S   ERRATIC   LOGIC   AND 

ally  suppose  that  the  death  of  Ferrer  would  cause  the 
anarchists  to  howl,  as  they  did  when  Spies  and  the  rest 
of  the  Haymarket  professed  assassins  stood  on  the  gal 
lows  at  Chicago  and  had  their  impious  "hurrah  for 
anarchy"  stifled  with  the  hangman's  rope. 

The  logic  of  such  a  course  would  be  sufficiently  intelli 
gible.  Was  not  Ferrer  the  high  priest  of  devastation, 
with  his  red  knife  gleaming  with  the  fire  of  burning 
convents  and  palaces,  and  do  not  the  anarchists,  one  of 
whom  shot  our  kind  president  and  another  our  devoted 
Denver  priest,  hate  religion  and  all  forms  of  power  and 
government  that  it  sanctions  and  sustains?  So  we  do 
not  wonder  at  these  incarnate  devils,  who  relish  hell's 
disorder,  fantastically  maneuvering  through  the  streets 
of  European  capitals,  and  hissing  hate  at  everything  and 
everybody  qualified  with  Christianity.  We  can  well 
understand  why  they  should  shake  their  bloody  fists  at 
the  Vatican,  for  the  devil,  their  captain,  has  done  it  often 
before,  and  would  forget  his  purpose  and  the  Holy 
Father's  mission  were  he  not  to  try  it  again. 

But  how  explain  our  American  dailies  that,  with  garish 
headlines  and  eye-catching  cartoons,  proclaim  hope  for 
liberty  in  Spain,  as  a  sequence  to  the  merited  death  of  a 
rebel  against  all  the  law  and  order  of  that  unfortunate 
land?  Is  the  sense  of  justice  in  these  papers  regulated 
by  mere  distance?  Does  their  bigotry,  because  of  Spain's 
Catholicism,  desire  and  relish  disaster?  Have  these 
periodicals  grown  so  blind  that  they  imagine  the  same 
canons  for  law,  and  liberty  its  sister,  are  not  kindred 
everywhere  in  this  small  world?  Is  it  fair  to  exalt  the 
death  of  a  criminal  and  to  make  laughable  the  crown 
whose  edict,  true  and  right  according  to  every  recognized 
principle,  justified  the  execution  of  an  outlaw?  The 
report  of  the  murder  of  Spain's  young  ruler,  following 
closely  on  Ferrer's  execution,  appeared  like  the  wish 
being  father  to  the  thought.  It  is  a  shame  that  our 
American  papers  have  no  sense  of  chivalry  for  a  former 
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foe  that  lost  in  the  words  of  Admiral  Cervera,  "every 
thing  but  honor/'  It  is  a  pity  that  they  have  not  love 
enough  for  the  perpetuity  of  our  own  institutions,  that 
Webster  declared  are  "ours  to  enjoy,  ours  to  venerate, 
and  ours  to  transmit,"  that  they  should  encourage  de 
struction  in  another  land.  No  man  is  worthy  of  the 
liberty  of  this  nation  who  would  connive  at  depriving  any 
community  or  race  under  the  sun  of  the  blessed  preroga 
tive,  and  these  newspapers  that  make  "stirabout"  in  their 
periods  of  liberty  and  license  are  far  from  being  true 
Americans. 

What  is  liberty?  Subjection  to  just  law  rightly  admin 
istered.  This  subjection  is  not  degradation,  for  as  we 
are  all  reasonable  creatures,  reason,  of  which  law  is  a 
regulation  for  the  common  good,  should  guide  our  deeds. 
Take  away  the  sensible  abridgment  of  human  action,  and 
might  has  already  become  right;  the  relations  of  the 
rich  and  poor  are  no  longer  regarded;  you  have  troops 
of  disorderly  men  ready  to  kill  any  man  who  then  unrea 
sonably  stops  them  with  a  "Hold,  this  is  unlawful !"  No 
longer  do  society's  varied  parts  work  in  harmony,  but 
irresponsible  beings  pass  their  impious  days  where  once 
dwelt  order,  security  and  peace ;  law  has  gone ;  respon 
sibility  with  it  has  passed  away;  license  takes  the  place 
of  liberty ;  liberty  is  dead,  and  civilized  society  is  no 
more. 

Liberty  supposes  law,  for  liberty  is  the  offspring  of 
law;  true  liberty  implies  a  just  law;  false  liberty  or 
slavery,  an  unjust  law  or  a  tyrannical  administration. 
Are  not  Spain's  laws  just?  Has  not  her  ruler  been  as 
fair  to  his  subjects  as  he  has  been  always  brave,  from 
the  time  when  the  bombs  of  cruel  cowards  mixed  their 
horrid  explosions  with  the  chiming  of  Madrid's  bells  on 
his  marriage  morning?  What  reason  have  our  contempo 
raries  to  mourn  over  the  ashes  of  a  villain  who  would 
fain  reduce  to  kindred  dust  the  joys  of  our  country  and 
every  Christian  land?  Humanity  is  humanity  in  Spain 
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as  in  America,  and  different  standards  should  not  be 
employed  in  estimating  values. 

These  infamous  editors  who  are  ever  ready  to  cry 
liberty,  should  consider  their  dictionaries  and  their  con 
sciences,  the  one  to  define  truth  and  the  other  to  be  the 
herald  of  its  dictation,  before  they  put  themselves  on 
record  as  proclaiming  license  with  its  ravages  to  be 
identical  with  liberty  and  its  blessings.  The  Lord 
deliver  them  from  their  fiendish  madness!  May  God 
save  them  from  themselves! 


Aftermath 

We  know  the  abetters  of  anarchy  do  not  explain  their 
howls  of  yesterday,  but  nevertheless  we  would  like  to 
quiz  some  periodicals  upon  points  that  time  has  cleared. 
We  could  wait  forever  for  an  apology  for  misstatements 
from  journals  that  shed  black  tears  for  Ferrer,  for 
sensationalism  so  blinds  them  that  they  seem  to  never 
care  when  they  become  false  witnesses,  as  the  truth  is  so 
often  "stale,  flat  and  unprofitable"  to  their  mercenary, 
materialistic  purposes. 

Why  did  not  the  champions  of  Ferrer  answer  the  Irish 
member  of  parliament  who  demanded  of  the  house  of 
commons  the  names  of  the  "Jesuits"  who  sought  the 
death  of  the  murderer  of  monks  and  nuns  in  Barcelona? 

Why  have  not  these  papers  withdrawn  their  false 
statements  that  Ferrer  was  hurried  to  the  grave  through 
the  hastening  process  of  a  court-martial,  when  in  reality 
z.  military  tribunal  tried  the  case  as,  according  to 
Spanish  law,  it  should  have  done? 

Why  have  not  our  brave  editors  retracted  their  declar 
ations  about  the  private  court  that  adjudged  Ferrer 
guilty,  when  it  is  now  clearly  established  that  there  were 
no  closed  doors,  but  the  greatest  publicity  at  the  trial  ? 
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What  do  these  wiseacres,  who  forget  everything  in 
their  bigotry,  think  of  the  poor  "wife  and  family"  of 
Ferrer,  when  he  himself  thought  so  much  of  them  as  to 
have  abandoned  them  to  poverty  and  to  have  lived 
openly,  in  defiance  of  all  decency,  in  an  adulterous  man 
ner?  What  a  splendid  reformer  of  convents!  How 
dear  to  his  anarchistic  heart  must  have  been  the  corres 
pondence  of  the  nun  with  her  vow ! 

Why  have  not  these  periodicals  that  announced  the 
statement  of  the  executor  of  the  Parisian  lady  who  gave 
$150,000  to  Ferrer  to  establish  an  infant  asylum,  when 
the  same  Ferrer  diverted  the  purpose  of  the  gift  and 
employed  it  in  supporting  his  infamous  schools? 

Why  should  the  generosity  of  the  Spanish  Cardinal 
pleading  with  King  Alfonso  for  the  life  of  one  who 
thought  so  little  of  the  lives  of  innocents  be  suppressed? 

Why  should  the  name  of  the  Holy  Father  be  introduced 
in  a  question  which  Spain  itself  had  to  settle,  as  she  has 
every  day  to  cope  with  thousands  of  similar  affairs  that 
her  laws  reach  and  her  courts  compass?  That  Ferrer 
has  been  called  a  "martyr  of  the  anti-clerical  cause,"  is 
certainly  a  credit  to  the  Church,  which  alone  stands 
against  the  vagaries  of  socialism  and  the  red  crimes  of 
anarchy.  Everything  that  is  a  crime  against  the  state, 
against  its  laws,  its  order,  its  progress,  is  a  crime  against 
the  Church  whose  great  heart  encompasses  the  myriads 
of  varied  men  in  this  little  world.  In  times  of  tumult  the 
devil  acknowledges  this  by  crying  out  "clericalism" ;  it  is 
the  gun  that  shoots  the  avowed  and  condemned  criminal 
whose  name  he  would  pet. 

Lately  we  declared  in  these  columns  that  socialism  and 
anarchy  are  identical.  The  New  York  Sun  of  recent 
date  says  that  in  their  deeds, — and  deeds  are  after  all  the 
only  things  that  count, — they  are  one.  "Philosophically 
the  two  (anarchist  and  socialist),  are  the  poles  apart: 
when  it  comes  to  disorder,  to  upsetting  everything  in 
sight,  the  militants  among  them  adopt  the  same  methods." 
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Monsieur  Jaures  identifies  his  socialistic  cause  with 
Ferrer's  and  cries  in  several  verses,  one  of  which  runs 
"Happy  Ferrer!  Francisco  Ferrer  is  dead  by  the  will  of 
those  who  govern  Spain,  i.  e.,  the  priests."  A  lie — for 
the  priests  are  subjects  of  their  king,  and  the  king  in  turn 
has  his  course  shaped  by  the  established  laws.  So  we 
have  learned  one  thing  for  certain — that  there  is  no  prac 
tical  difference  between  socialism  and  anarchy.  Both 
throw  bombs  at  Church  and  State,  and  want  a  something 
begotten  in  the  brain  of  a  mob  to  end  in  the  screamings 
of  vice,  to  supplant  the  Christianity  that  has  blessed  the 
world  and  continues  so  to  bless,  even  though  madness 
would  shout  her  down. 

The  Literary  Digest  of  Nov.  6th  calls  our  article  on 
Ferrer  "more  bitter"  than  that  of  all  the  other  Catholic 
periodicals.  Its  bitterness  against  the  enemies  of  our 
God  and  our  country  we  proclaim  as  the  measure  of  our 
love  of  both.  May  the  one  last  as  the  other,  forever — 
Church  sustaining  State  and,  as  a  giant  at  the  work,  not 
asking  even  a  becoming  thanks,  but  ever  giving,  as  she 
is  too  mighty  to  need  or  expect  favors. 

Long  live  the  truth!  Blessed  be  the  Christ  who  pro 
claims  it !  Blessed  be  the  Church,  its  everlasting  school ! 
Perish  error  that  deludes  minds,  that  corrupts  hearts,  that 
reddens  hands,  that  would  make  earth  a  home  and  not  a 
stepping-stone  to  heavenly  and  perpetual  joy! 


The  National  Curse 

Bishop  Stang  of  Fall  River  has  lately  appealed  to  the 
Christian  journalism  of  America  to  direct  its  forces 
against  the  evil  of  divorce.  In  this  the  good  bishop  is  in 
touch  with  the  minds  of  the  hierarchy,  all  of  whom 
bewail  the  iniquities  of  the  divorce  court. 

To  our  mind  little  can  be  done  in  benefiting  conditions, 
while  society  believes  marriage  only  a  contract  and  not 
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what  St.  Paul  pronounces  it,  "a  great  sacrament." 
Outside  Catholic  periodicals,  where  is  the  Christian  jour 
nalism  to  which  we  can  appeal?  Are  not  most  of  the 
periodicals  bearing  Christian  titles  essentially  infidel? 
Law  courts  and  papers  are  the  reflex  of  the  people's 
minds,  most  of  whom  have  a  very  poetic  form  of  Christi 
anity;  they  use  the  name  of  God  as  the  Romans  used 
Jupiter  or  the  Greeks  Zeus — to  deck  a  line  of  verse,  and 
not  as  a  sacred  term  of  Christian  faith.  The  people 
make  the  laws,  and  the  laws,  the  wishes  of  the  people, 
sanction  divorce.  The  people  make  the  courts,  and  the 
court  awards  divorce.  The  people  create  the  mind  of 
the  journal,  and  the  journal  meets  the  morbid  craving  of 
the  populace.  The  people  want  an  easy-fitting  religion 
that  will  in  no  way,  when  it  comes  to  the  delights  of 
earthly  life,  straight- jacket  them  with  principle  that  is 
inflexible.  As  a  result  of  these  wishes  we  have  divorce, 
a  distinctly  Protestant  institution,  for  Protestantism 
divorced  itself  from  the  Spouse  of  Christ,  our  Holy 
Church,  and  on  the  principle  "kith  after  kin,"  has  begot 
ten  the  divorce  court  with  its  manifold  horrors.  It  would 
seem  that  all  we  can  do  is  to  look  on  with  regret  at  an 
institution  that  presents  more  terrors  than  ever  did  the 
bloody  sands  of  the  Roman  arena. 

Talk  not  to  us  of  the  pitiable  pictures  presented  in  the 
slave  marts  of  the  South,  when  from  the  block  there 
stepped  down  to  one  buyer  the  poor  black  father,  and  to 
another  the  wife  with  the  babe  in  arms ;  these  scenes  are 
almost  blessed  beside  the  curses  of  divorce,  for  the  negro 
parted  from  his  loved  ones  in  tears,  while  the  inhumanity 
of  divorce  stifles  the  tear,  crushes  out  love,  and  instead, 
fosters  perpetual  hate. 

What  is  divorce?  The  opposite  of  everything  that 
gives  charm  to  the  wedding  morn ;  it  changes  flowers  into 
nettles;  it  changes  mirth  into  miserable  melancholy;  it 
changes  tenderness  into  tyranny,  smiles  into  tears,  hope 
into  despair.  Divorce  is  the  liar  that 
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"Takes  off  the  rose 

From  the  fair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love 
And  sets  a  Mister  there ;  makes  marriage  vows 
As  false  as  dicers'  oaths." 

Divorce  is  the  thief  that  stole  a  young  heart,  only  to 
cast  it  away  in  the  slough  of  despond.  Divorce  is  the 
murderer  that  stabs  to  death  life's  every  promise  and  our 
day's  every  joy.  Divorce  is  the  bailiff  that,  with  pick 
and  crowbar,  tears  down  the  walls  of  home.  Divorce  is 
the  anarchist  who,  by  destroying  the  home,  beats  at  the 
very  foundations  of  Christian  civilization.  Divorce  is 
the  hydra-headed  monster  which  would  surely  destroy 
the  Republic  were  there  not  opposed  to  it  a  force  greater 
than  itself — the  Catholic  Church. 


Bishop  Potter  and  the  Decline  of  the  Home 

The  decline  of  the  home  seems  to  trouble  Bishop 
Potter,  as  is  evidenced  from  his  recent  say-so  in  the 
Tribune.  If  the  bishop  will  reflect  a  little  more,  he  will 
find  that  his  spirit  is  vexed  because  of  the  decline  of 
Protestantism,  for  the  home  is  the  Church  in  embryo,  as 
the  Church  is  nothing  more  or  less  than  the  sum  total  of 
homes.  Home  and  Church  go  together,  as  Ishmael  and 
Hagar  from  the  tent  of  Abraham. 

When  Luther,  three  centuries  ago,  denied  the  authority 
of  the  Church  and  supplanted  it  with  the  authority  of  a 
book,  he,  with  one  fell  blow,  destroyed  parental  au 
thority  ;  and  when  he  sanctioned  divorce  he  tore  the  roof 
from  every  Christian  home.  As  a  sequence  to  all  this, 
we  find  modern  Protestantism  imitating  ancient  pagan 
ism  (which,  by  the  way,  had  no  such  word  as  home)  ; 
the  only  difference  is,  one  had  the  thermae,  the  other  has 
the  club. 

With  Catholics  the  home  is  part  and  parcel  of  the 
Church.  Authority  there  is  reverenced  even  as  the 
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Church's  authority  is  potent.  Love  there,  is  a  conscien 
tious  obligation,  and  not  a  mere  matter  of  option.  The 
cradle  there  is  not  ruled  by  expediency,  but  by  principle ; 
and  the  parent  there  believes  that  "baby's  rights  are  not 
mother's  wrongs."  In  a  word,  to  generalize  particulars, 
the  family  is  a  congregation  on  a  small  scale,  with  the 
burning  coals  on  the  hearthstone,  in  the  sacred  memories 
they  enkindle,  second  only  to  the  coals  that  burn  in  the 
thurible.  The  home  of  Nazareth  is  the  exemplar  of  the 
Catholic  home,  and  Protestantism  has  laid  its  irreverent 
hand  on  this  glorious  ideal  by  dishonoring  Mary,  the 
gentle  mother.  No  wonder,  then,  that  irreverence,  which 
is  so  distinctly  Protestant,  supplements  the  ruthless 
ravages  of  the  divorce  court,  and  to  the  Protestant  leaves 
a  happy  Christian  home  a  mere  question  of  other  days, 
or  a  theme  for  poetic  fancy. 

The  more  Catholic  a  people  are,  the  more  they  venerate 
home.  As  a  proof  of  this,  witness  the  anguish  at  an  evic 
tion  of  an  Irish  peasant — not  because  of  the  wealth  of  his 
home,  for  wealth  is  never  a  part  thereof,  but  because  of 
the  tender  Christian  memories  that  cling  as  ivy  to  the 
walls.  One  of  the  most  pathetic  passages  genius  ever 
penned  is  the  dercription,  by  Father  Sheehan,  of  the 
father  of  Luke  Delmage  leaving  his  home,  and  bending 
down,  in  his  flowing  locks,  to  kiss  with  trembling  lips 
the  threshold  worn  by  generations,  before  he  stepped 
from  it  forever. 


Perjury  Et  Al 

At  the  Delta  Upsilon  dinner  in  New  York  on  March 
23d,  Mr.  Jerome  helped  his  digestion  with  a  few  animad 
versions  on  his  critics.  He  mistook  his  enemies  for 
oranges,  and  he  peeled  them;  they  proved  good  dessert. 
We  are  not,  however,  concerned  with  the  dinner,  which 
we  denied  ourselves,  as  it  was  a  Greek  affair,  and  we 
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would  be  distinctly  foreign  in  such  attic  company;  we 
are  interested  only  in  a  few  grains  of  pepsin  which  the 
distinguished  district  attorney  administered :  "Gentlemen, 
no  nation  ever  built  its  material  life  on  the  warp  and 
woof  of  perjury,  tort  and  larceny;  and  yet,  today  you 
would  think  the  great  country  we  love  was  setting  its 
course  on  this  foundation." 

This  is  an  awful  arraignment,  that  all  who  love  the 
republic,  respect  her  institutions,  or  desire  their  continu 
ance,  should  deeply  consider.  It  is  an  obligation  on  us 
all  to  constantly  inveigh  against  the  deadly  foes  of  the 
body  politic,  within  and  without — to  perpetually  cry 
"shame!"  upon  sins  that  would  smirch  the  dignity  or 
destroy  the  character  of  this  nation — to  teach  the  gravity 
of  courts  and  the  respect  due  them,  the  worth  of  honesty 
not  only  as  a  virtue,  but  as  a  marketable  asset,  and  thus 
conserve  in  all  honor  our  institutions.  It  will  not  do  to 
dismiss  the  subject  with  an  "Oh,  America  is  as  good  as 
any  other  country!"  She  should  be  better  than  all,  for 
the  chances  for  the  betterment  of  her  citizens  are  greater, 
and  gratitude  should  inspire  acts  of  devotion  calculated 
to  establish  her  superiority.  As  citizens,  then,  we  ought 
not  to  betray  our  trust.  If  we  will  not  love  our  country, 
upon  whom  does  the  obligation  rest?  And  the  country 
is  not  formed  from  the  majesty  of  her  mountains,  the 
glory  of  her  Niagaras,  the  wealth  of  her  mines,  the  values 
of  her  harvest-fields  floating  fat  with  golden  plenty;  it 
is  made  of  you  and  me,  and  all  of  us— her  standing  is 
our  standing,  her  character  is  our  character,  for  her  glory 
or  shame  is  the  aggregate  of  our  individual  virtue  or 
vice. 

Mr.  Jerome,  than  whom  none  is  more  competent  to 
judge,  laments  the  prevalence  of  perjury.  Why  not, 
then,  apply  the  cure  by  destroying  the  cause?  Why  not 
abrogate  altogether  the  taking  of  an  oath  in  the  courts, 
since  men  so  recklessly  violate  the  God  of  truth  in  calling 
Him  to  witness  a  lie?  Why  not  have  only  declarations, 
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punishable  if  false,  as  perjury  would  be  treated?  This 
course,  it  seems  to  us,  would  save  God's  honor,  if  not  the 
dignity  of  the  law.  We  know  that  in  courts  of  justice 
God  gets  less  justice  than  the  most  miserable  wretch  who 
crawls  in  to  condemnation.  What  a  travesty  upon  the 
reverent  spirit  due  the  great  Creator  is  the  process  of 
swearing!  A  man  holds  up  his  hand,  and  solemnly 
swears  to  tell  the  truth,  the  while  he  is  planning  how  to 
defeat  the  ends  of  justice  with  contemptible  trickery  or 
dishonor.  Think  of  such  a  one  calling  out  "So  help  me 
God!" — calling  God  from  His  throne  to  assist  him  in 
serving  the  devil.  What  outrageous  contempt!  What 
horrible  blasphemy,  to  impiously  demand  Infinite  Inno 
cence  to  lend  His  power  and  majesty  and  glory  to  serve 
the  purpose  of  an  audacious  criminal,  who  would  dare 
to  make  our  great  God  the  servant  of  the  devil  and  his 
hellish  purposes ! 

It  is  terrible  to  contemplate!  Abolish  the  oath  for 
ever,  since  without  it  the  ends  of  justice  can  be  subserved 
as  far  as  human  needs  demand. 


Logical  Sequence  of  Private  Interpretation 

In  the  rise  and  fall  of  the  sordid  mountebank,  John 
Alexander  Dowie,  we  have  an  instance  of  the  distortions 
that  are  the  offspring  of  private  interpretation  of  the 
scriptures.  Alas  for  Holy  Writ!  Outside  the  Catholic 
Church  it  is  made  the  camping  field  for  every  monstrous 
mind  to  pitch  its  tent.  Instead  of  "holy  ground"  it  is  a 
commons  for  every  profane  purpose.  A  book  without  a 
teacher,  mirabile  dictu!  Instead  of  brightening  minds 
and  sanctifying  souls,  men  go  thereto  to  seek  a  confirma 
tion  of  their  own  conceits,  a  text  justifying  their  own 
crimes,  a  reason  for  polluting  what  is  already  perverted, 
irreverent  or  blasphemous.  There  is  no  folly  that  does 
not  find  a  scriptural  text  for  its  excuse,  no  vice  that  does 
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not  seek  in  the  sacred  page  a  reason  for  its  being.  All 
other  books  have  teachers  to  explain  their  difficulties ; 
Protestantism  declares  that  the  word  of  God  needs  none. 
Here  is  folly  most  reckless;  here  is  madness  run  riot; 
here  is  pride  most  laughable,  for  the  individual  is  made 
his  own  guide — aye,  worse,  his  own  god.  When  a  man 
reads  the  bible  unaided  by  the  Church — who  owns  it, 
preserves  it,  understands  it — he  extracts  therefrom  not 
what  it  has  but  what  he  fancies  it  contains,  and  so  he 
takes  his  own  fancy  and  virtually  falls  down  and  adores 
it  as  a  god.  His  mind  is  the  yardstick  wherewith  he 
measures  his  idol.  As  there  is  little  difference  between 
a  man's  idea  and  a  man,  need  we  wonder  that  we  have 
the  so-called  Elijah  III  and  his  bible?  The  difference 
between  the  Catholic  and  Protestant,  as  far  as  the  senses 
go,  is  that  one  hears  and  the  other  sees — one  hears  the 
Church,  the  other  sees  the  supposed  scriptures,  contem 
plates  with  satisfaction  his  own  poor  self,  maps  his  own 
winding  way  to  fancied  salvation,  and  worships  his  own 
miserable  conception  of  a  book  which  he  believes,  not 
on  the  authority  of  the  Church,  but  on  the  word  of  a 
printer,  to  be  the  bible. 

Dowie  is  a  consistent  Protestant,  for  he  does  nothing 
more  than  Martin  Luther,  Calvin,  Fox  and  the  others 
did,  assume  authority  without  warrant,  the  while  he 
flatters  the  human  intellect  by  throwing  the  Divine  Word 
as  a  subject  to  its  thousand  contradictions  and  contrarities 
in  the  world  of  thought. 

Let  us  turn  from  this  wretched  travesty  to  a  consid 
eration  of  the  one  Church  of  Christ  that  is  magnificently 
unpopular  because  powerful,  for  power  is  never  popular 
— a  Church  glorious  in  her  history,  for  she  has  schooled 
the  unwilling  generations  in  the  ways  of  truth  and  honor ; 
mighty  in  the  stability  and  consistency  of  her  principles; 
everlasting  in  her  foundations;  wondrous  in  the  sacri 
fices  of  her  children;  majestic  in  her  imperishable  rule 
and  eternal  government. 
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Our  sympathy  goes  out  to  the  dupes  of  Dowie  who 
revered  him  as  a  prophet,  without  the  evidence  of  a 
"chariot  of  fire" — dupes  who  have  made  sacrifices  worthy 
of  the  cause  of  God.  A  raven  fed  the  great  and  holy 
prophet  Elijah;  we  fear  that  John  Alexander  will  have 
no  dealing  with  the  raven  save  to  hear  the  "ebon  bird," 
similar  to  that  which  once  sat  upon  "a  bust  of  Palos," 
bespeak  his  ruin,  as  it  ominously  croaks,  "Nevermore!" 


English   Methodism 

Dr.  Robertson  Nicoll,  writing  in  the  British  Weekly  of 
London  on  the  so-called  Methodist  reunion  in  England, 
says  that  "the  i/th  of  September,  1907,  was  a  historic 
day  of  the  twentieth  century  and  marked  an  epoch  in  the 
Christian  church."  On  that  day  three  departments  of 
Methodism  in  holy  England  broke  down  their  partition 
walls  and  made  one  household.  The  Methodist  New 
Connection,  aged  one  hundred  and  ten,  the  Bible  Chris 
tian  Church  rejoicing  in  eighty-nine  years,  and  the  United 
Free  Church,  not  yet  older  than  most  of  her  ministers, 
as  she  is  just  fifty,  were  the  venerable  combinations  that 
merged  into  one.  There  is  no  promise  given  that  the  one 
of  today  will  be  not  only  the  three  but  the  thirty-three 
of  the  morrow. 

Alas!  instead  of  the  I7th  of  September  being  a 
"historic  day"  it  was  a  sorry  day,  as  it  showed  the  world, 
that  does  any  of  its  own  thinking,  how  Truth,  which  in 
theology  and  out  of  it  is  ever  one,  was  torn  to  pieces  by 
the  principles  of  Methodism,  and  then  by  piecing  the 
rags  together,  the  unfortunate  advocates  of  error  duped 
themselves  into  the  belief  that  the  seamless  garment  of 
Christ  covered  them  all  over.  This  is  a  pitiable  picture. 
Why  should  the  different  forms  of  Methodism  coalesce? 
Does  not  the  work  of  the  I7th  reflect  upon  the  character 
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of  the  i6th?  If  they  are  now  right,  they  were  then 
wrong ;  if  now  true,  they  were  then  false ;  if  now  heav 
enly,  their  feet  were  then  of  clay.  And  what  a  union! 
A  mere  external  affiliation,  beginning  in  nothing  and 
ending  there — made  merely  to  add  numbers  to  Meth 
odism,  with  every  individual  a  law  unto  himself !  If  the 
members  think  at  all  they  think  as  they  please,  and 
thought  makes  each  and  every  one  his  own  counsellor, 
his  own  guide,  his  own  law,  his  own  religion,  his  own 
church. 

Methodism  has  as  many  temples  as  subjects;  every 
man  is  at  the  same  time  minister  and  legislator;  he  is 
also  the  congregation,  made  and  constituted  wholly  and 
solely  of  one  individual.  We  can,  then,  fancy  what  a 
fantastic  coalition  was  made  by  the  three  differing  Meth 
odist  churches  in  the  land  of  John  Wesley.  And  after 
all  this  sticking-plaster  business  there  is  no  one  brave 
enough  to  say,  now  there  is  an  end;  now,  like  Tenny 
son's  brook,  we'll  go  on  forever.  No !  Methodism  is  not 
superior  to  the  men  who  make  it;  it  is  human,  begotten 
of  a  man,  sustained  by  men,  guided  and  ruled  by  human 
agencies.  Hence  it  is  that,  as  men  change,  it  changes. 
The  guesses  of  today  are  the  certainties  of  tomorrow; 
the  assurances  of  tomorrow  a  year  hence  are  the  effete 
humbugs  of  ancient  history.  Methodism  instead  of 
having  its  votaries  certain  of  the  truth  of  God  and  using 
every  day  and  hour  serving  God  with  His  truth,  is  ever 
experimenting,  is  always  racking  the  minds  and  con 
sciences  of  her  people  with  vain  surmises  and  uncertain 
guesses  about  the  means  of  reaching  the  tremendous 
destinies  of  souls. 

Strange  that  men  for  a  day  would  dwell  in  such  tents, 
when  the  nonsense  of  movements  is  so  easily  discernible. 
In  geometry  everything  is  certain:  "Things  which  are 
equal  to  the  same  are  equal  to  one  another."  This  axiom 
will  last  as  long  as  men  calculate.  In  natural  philosophy 
water  will  seek  its  level  as  long  as  fountains  play  to 
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delight  the  eye  and  illustrate  to  the  mind  the  truth  of  this 
theory.  In  chemistry  the  formulae  are  unerring.  In 
mathematics  two  and  two  will  make  four  everlastingly, 
So  is  truth  one  and  infallibly  certain  in  the  simple 
sciences  that  guide  minds  aright  to  conclusions. 

How  different  is  everything  in  the  region  of  Protest 
antism  regarding  souls!  Although  the  soul  is  more  to  a 
man  than  his  mind,  he  has  no  tangible  certainties ;  dreams 
and  doubts,  ever  resolving  themselves  into  conundrums 
and  perplexities,  leave  him  guessing.  God  did  not  intend 
that  we  could  conclude  matters  of  mind  certainly,  and 
that  the  greater  questions  of  soul  should  be  lost  in  the 
fogs  of  speculation.  He  sent  His  son  to  teach  us. 
Infinite  in  value  is  His  truth,  that  leaves  nothing  to  hap 
hazard,  but  sets  the  seal  of  sanctity  and  power  upon  all 
the  great  lessons  He  gives  in  no  uncertain  voice.  Christ 
gave  us  a  body  of  truths  called  religion.  Not  many,  for 
there  was  only  one  Christ,  with  one  mind  to  fashion 
truth,  one  heart  to  warm  it,  one  mouth  to  eloquently  send 
it  on  its  mission.  One  might  as  well  say  there  were 
many  Christs  as  to  say  there  are  many  religions,  every 
one  teaching  His  truth. 

Philosophers  and  artists  founded  in  every  age  their 
various  schools.  They  did  not  found  more  than  one,  for 
one  held  all  they  taught  and  everything  outside  was 
different  or  not  cognate  thereto.  So  with  Christ.  He 
founded  His  own  school — the  One  True  Church  in  which 
He  is  master,  of  which  He  is  monarch.  Truth,  like  love, 
is  truth  forevermore.  It  needs  no  coalitions,  no  cliques, 
no  cabals,  no  government  recognition  to  do  its  work ;  but 
as  earth  is  underneath  heaven,  so  men  will  be  kneeling 
worshippers  below  its  altars  as  long  as  the  altars  with 
earth's  mountains  stand  on  foundations  of  eternal 
granite. 
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The  Index 

The  condemnation  by  the  Index  of  "II  Santo,"  a  book 
whose  hero  is  a  rather  peculiar  saint,  as  his  philosophy 
limps  and  his  theology  is  moon-struck,  has  set  the  free 
thinkers  of  Italy  howling.  "The  Index,"  says  Signer 
Monti  of  Florence,  "is  hooted  down  as  a  moldering 
skeleton,  an  organism  whose  veins  are  bloodless,  whose 
brain  is  dried."  And  yet  it  proves  to  be  a  lively  skeleton, 
when  it  can  make  the  wits  dance  to  the  rattling  of  its 
bones!  The  old  objection  that  the  author  is  unheard, 
and  the  judgment  is  like  unto  that  of  Pontius  Pilate,  is 
mooted  abroad.  The  author  is  heard  in  his  book.  His 
mind  is  on  trial  as  it  is  spoken  in  the  volume.  The  ques 
tion  before  the  court  is,  does  that  mind  accord  with  faith 
and  morality,  or  does  it  injure  or  jeopardize  God's  inter 
ests  by  prostituting  intellects  from  their  purposes  and 
souls  from  their  destinies? 

The  book  does  not  need  an  author  to  explain  it;  it 
explains  the  author,  so  there  is  no  unjust  advantage.  On 
the  contrary,  never  was  fairer  trial,  since  the  purpose  is 
to  judge  the  character  of  the  ideas,  and  the  ideas  are  in 
court  as  their  own  witnesses.  The  Church  loves  books 
well,  but  it  loves  souls  better;  if  the  book  aids  souls,  it 
helps  Christ;  if  it  deters  them  or  damns  them,  it  does 
hell's  work,  and  the  Church,  for  love  of  man's  best 
interest,  will  have  none  of  this. 

In  the  court  of  "The  Index"  the  true  is  the  beautiful 
and  good,  and  the  false  is  the  ugly  and  the  bad.  It  is 
alleged  against  this  court  that  it  condemns  an  entire  book 
because  of  a  false  or  immoral  passage,  and  for  this  the 
enemy  shouts  "tyrant!"  What  any  court  does,  that  the 
Index  does.  The  civil  court  does  not  condemn  every 
thought  and  act  of  a  criminal,  but  the  thoughts  and  acts 
that  are  criminal  condemn  the  man;  so  the  Index  pro 
nounces  the  book  criminal,  although  many  things  therein 
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may  not  sin, — grammar  may  not  be  violated,  and  diction 
may  be  according  to  the  canons  of  rhetoric.  The  Church 
does  not  permit  her  children  to  feed  on  "the  husks  of 
swine"  when  her  granaries  are  bursting  with  healthful 
food.  She  will  not  suffer  her  loved  ones,  whose  ways 
are  blazed  with  the  light  of  the  gospel,  to  drop  into  the 
pitfalls  of  corruption  because,  forsooth,  she  will  in  the 
doing  be  deemed  an  enemy  of  liberty  and  progress.  She 
has  dared  more  than  that.  She  has  ever  taught  liberty 
as  lawful  obedience,  and  she  believes  that  true  progress 
consists  in  the  right  foot  forward  to  heaven. 

If  men  feel  secure  when  their  little  children  are  saved 
from  evil  companionship,  how  content  ought  not  we  be 
when  we  know  that  the  children  of  light  are  safeguarded 
by  our  solicitous  mother  from  all  the  dangers  of  the 
worst,  because  most  powerful,  companions — books. 

Ah,  in  an  age  when  books  breed  crime  it  would  be  well 
indeed  if  the  strong  arm  of  the  Index  could  arrest  them 
in  our  own  markets,  for  many,  alas !  are  either  humbugs 
on  which  time  is  lost,  or  immoral  or  atheistic, — sending 
souls  to  hell's  chains,  the  while  freedom  ( ?)  sings  its 
accompaniment. 


Near  to  Nature  but  Far  from  God 

In  a  speech  in  Exeter  Hall,  London,  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Crothers,  impugning  life  and  religion  in  America,  said: 
"One  of  the  serious  problems  in  America  today  is  the 
growing  paganism  of  the  country  communities."  And  he 
said  well.  Is  there  anything  in  the  world  as  lamentable 
as  the  utter  ignorance  of  God  by  the  non-Catholic  Ameri 
can  farmer  who  eats  from  the  very  palm  of  Providence  ? 
He  is  as  barren  of  faith  of  any  kind  as  is  the  burned 
stump  in  the  clearing.  His  character  is  sodden, — of  the 
earth,  earthy.  The  horse,  the  hog  and  the  dog  are  his 
well-beloved,  and  his  aspirations  rise  not  above  his  com- 
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panions.  All  this  is  the  destroying  work  of  heresy,  the 
parent  of  utter  infidelity.  Heresy  gave  him  the  Bible, 
but  he  cannot  or  will  not  read,  and  if  he  reads  he  finds 
out,  first  of  all,  a  text  to  justify  his  own  indifference, 
apathy  or  infidelity.  Americans  are  prone  to  laugh  at 
the  greenhorns  of  Castle  Garden  or  Ellis  Island,  yet  with 
all  their  poverty  they  have  hope  for  a  purpose  here  and  a 
destiny  hereafter;  but  the  poor  American  rustic  is,  in 
deed,  a  sorry  character.  He  has  not  much,  and  that 
little  is  hard-earned,  and  he  has  no  immortal  longings  to 
lift  him  to  the  skies  before  their  gates  close  him  in  ever 
lasting  bliss.  He  has  the  Bible,  but  not  the  Church,  and 
the  saddest  example  of  the  utter  uselessness  of  the  Prot 
estant's  rule  of  faith  is  shown  in  the  hard-headed 
honesty  that  despises  the  meeting-house  and  lives  with 
the  crops.  He  is  in  too  close  touch  with  Nature  not  to 
feel,  if  he  does  not  know,  the  falseness  of  Protestantism, 
and  so  he  abandons  himself  to  his  own  blasphemous 
vagaries  and  lives  thoughtless  and  hopeless  and  heavy, 
and  when  he  dies  the  corner  of  his  farm  has  his  solitary 
headstone. 

How  different  in  Catholic  lands!  The  "Angelus"  of 
Millet  gives  the  picture  of  a  poor  countryman  and  his 
wife  digging  potatoes.  Their  feet  are  encased  in  the 
clogs  of  poverty,  but  their  sky  is  filled  with  hope  and 
music,  for  the  sweetly-pealing  Angelus  creates  a  gap  in 
their  hard  work,  and,  consecrating  it,  makes  their  labor 
itself  a  prayer.  All  the  charms  of  Nature  bespeak  the 
peace  of  faith,  and  thus  they  live  their  quiet  lives  with 
brows  wet  with  honest  sweat,  with  souls  bedewed  with 
grace,  with  hearts  enriched  with  virtue's  flowers,  more 
fragrant  and  beautiful  than  the  lilies  of  the  field. 

Take  Protestantism  to  the  country  and  it  soon  shows 
its  incapacity.  Keep  it  in  the  city,  and  of  course  a 
society,  essentially  hypocritical,  deems  it  the  respectable 
thing  to  go  to  church,  and  surrounding  it  with  all  the 
pomp  and  circumstance  of  the  world's  fashion,  hides  its 
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worthlessness  in  glittering  folly.  The  farmer  is  not  a 
hypocrite;  he  asks  of  the  earth  a  living,  and  the  dull 
sod  truthfully  responds;  he  asks  of  Protestantism  food 
for  the  mind  and  soul,  and  it  has  naught  to  give  the 
starveling  to  eat;  and  consequently  he  lives  without  a 
prayer,  and  dies  without  a  hope.  He  digs  in  the  earth, 
until  some  other  digs  him  into  it,  and  this  he  believes  is 
the  grand  end-all. 


Failure  of  Marriage 

The  wisdom  of  Rome's  ruling  on  mixed  marriages  was 
very  pointedly  brought  to  mind  recently  when  we  were 
shown  the  particular  work  of  undesirable  unions.  In  a 
country  parish  of  good  standing,  presided  over  by  a 
zealous  and  scholarly  pastor,  we  learned  that  of  seventy- 
three  mixed  marriages  the  small  number  of  twenty-four 
had  no  evil  results,  whereas  forty-nine  were  the  fruitful 
sources  of  loss  to  souls,  having  to  their  discredit  ninety- 
three  members  betraying  their  faith  for  the  follies  of 
society.  We  further  learned  that  this  was  a  good 
average  for  a  country  mission,  as  both  congregation  and 
pastor  were  respected  in  a  remarkable  degree.  If  it 
happens  in  the  greenwood,  in  the  country,  what  becomes 
of  the  dry  city  timber?  Surely  here  is  disaster,  to 
prevent  the  continuance  of  which  Rome  has  acted  wisely 
in  placing  impediments  so  great  that,  after  Easter,  1908, 
what  heretofore  was  only  illegal,  will  then  matrimonially 
be  null  and  void. 

Mixed  marriages  have  been  pronounced  "abominable" 
by  the  Council  of  Trent,  and  rightly  are  they  qualified. 
There  is  no  worse  apostate  than  a  "half-breed" — as  he 
has  all  the  ignorance  of  the  non-Catholic  party  com 
pounded  with  the  indifference  or  negligence  of  the 
Catholic  parent.  There  is  little  hope  for  conversion  of 
either  parent  by  the  other  as,  generally,  one  will  not 
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jeopardize  the  faith  in  a  mixed  marriage  who  knows  it 
and  loves  it  as  a  consequence  of  knowledge.  What 
example  is  there  of  respect  for  principle  to  be  emulated 
by  the  other?  None.  Even  courtship  was  a  sin,  and  the 
lesson  of  a  life  leading  up  to  conversion  does  not  begin 
in  betrayal  of  the  truth  involved  in  the  lesson.  A  differ 
ence  of  creed  is  a  difference  of  love,  for  love  is  the 
sequence  of  faith.  If  it  be  difficult,  then,  for  men  and 
women  who  carefully  prepare  for  the  sacrament  of 
marriage,  who  have  all  the  mutual  aids  religion  gives  to 
sustain  them,  all  the  laws  that  intimately  regard  their 
obligations  as  husbands  and  wives  to  guide  them,  to  have 
truly  happy  homes  and  blessed  children  therein,  how 
difficult  is  it  for  those  who  differ  on  all  the  questions 
that  regard  conscience.  We  will  be  assured,  perhaps,  by 
the  optimist,  who  will  tell  us  that  the  Catholicity  of  the 
one  will  lift  up  to  proper  consciousness  the  erring  part 
ner.  We  will  suppose,  a  thing  difficult  in  the  matter, 
that  the  Catholic  has,  because  of  his  sterling  faith,  the 
lifting  power  and  yet  it  is  easier  to  pull  down  than  to 
exalt,  for  most  people  are  very  close  to  the  world  and  its 
advantages  and  think  of  heaven  and  its  interests  only 
when  they  are  reading  of  them  in  some  night  or  morning 
printed  prayer. 

It  is  lamentable  to  hear  Catholics  justifying  their 
vicious  course  along  this  most  serious  line  by  saying  that 
"they  were  married  by  the  priest."  Yes,  but  how?  The 
priest  acts  only  as  a  magistrate,  not  as  a  minister  of  a 
sacrament,  and  the  bishop  tolerates  what  he  cannot  avoid, 
a?  he  is  forced  by  circumstances  to  choose  a  lesser  evil 
because  of  the  perverseness  of  his  children.  As  a  conse 
quence,  a  dispensation  is  granted,  but  a  dispensation  is 
not  a  blessing.  Neither  candle  nor  prayer  shed  their 
light  on  the  union  which  is  cold  as  the  grave  in  its  form. 

How  different  is  the  glad  heart  of  the  Church  as  it 
pours  its  benisons  on  its  devoted  children,  joining  hands 
and  hearts  and  minds  and  souls  at  the  door  of  the  taber- 


KINDRED   QUEER   THINGS  113 

nacle !  As  in  the  olden  time,  at  the  marriage  feast  where 
"the  waters  saw  their  God  and  blushed,"  Christ  is  the 
guest,  and  His  spouse  tenderly  prays  over  the  bride, 
wishing  her  to  be  to  her  husband  "as  Rachel,  lovable ;  as 
Rebecca,  wise;  as  Sara,  long-lived  and  faithful." 

The  Church  knows  that  society  is  what  homes  are  and 
that  homes  need  unity  of  religious  thought  and  feeling 
to  be  solidified  for  the  great  Christian  purposes  of 
immortal  life  and  living. 

A  marriage  is  a  mighty  affair.  Generations  yet  unborn 
will  bless  it  or  curse  it  in  their  lives,  and,  in  order  that  it 
will  be  certainly  blessed,  it,  perforce,  requires  all  the 
agencies  that  the  Church,  and  the  Church  alone,  has  to 
make  it  blessed  in  itself  and  blessing  in  its  influence. 
The  man  and  woman  who  act  independently  of  the 
Church  are  subjects  for  pity  and  prayer,  for  certainly 
they  know  not  what  they  do,  and  are  the  veriest  fools 
in  not  estimating  consequences  to  themselves  and  to 
their  posterity. 


Playing  Hamlet  with  Hamlet  Left  Out 

Dr.  Lyman  Abbott,  Congregational  minister,  author, 
editor  since  1881  of  The  Christian  Union,  changed  in 
1893  to  the  Outlook,  and  successor  to  Beecher  in  Ply 
mouth  Church,  is  a  name  very  dear  to  Protestants.  With 
great  reason  is  the  doctor  cherished  by  the  sects,  for  he 
has  won  distinction  by  a  thousand  titles  and  is  universally 
regarded  as  a  leader  in  the  domain  of  Protestant  thought, 
and  doesn't  the  doctor  think?  Isn't  the  doctor  a  big, 
generous  fellow  who  doesn't  balk  at  little  things  when 
sheep-folding  is  in  question?  In  his  love  for  the  religious 
life  he  would  annihilate  such  a  nothing  as  belief  and 
have  men  "one  band  of  brothers" — meeting  on  the  broad 
principle  of  "whatever  is,  is  right." 
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A  reunion  of  Christendom  along  the  lines  of  the 
doctor's  wish  is  but  the  work  of  a  moment;  with  the 
doctor's  talismanic  touch  the  thing  is  done. 

Let  us  give  over  banter  and  say  with  the  deepest 
sorrow  that  we  never  read  anything  that  bespoke  the 
absolute  unprincipled  character  of  every  form  of  heresy 
as  did  the  speech  of  this  doctor  at  Harvard.  Heretofore 
we  believed  that  many  Protestants  were  in  good  faith, 
mistaking  falsehood  for  truth,  and  that  for  them  the 
misconception  was  sacred  as  truth;  we  believed  that 
such  men  were  simply  mistaken  and  that,  as  error  is  not 
sin,  they  could  be  saved,  for  a  man  cannot  go  beyond  his 
thought.  Now  we  are  sorely  puzzled,  as  the  doctor 
substantially  says  that  principle  is  not  a  something  men 
should  die  for,  but  a  patent-reversible,  to  be  changed 
without  thought,  feeling  or  scruple.  Talk  of  Japanese 
acrobatic  feats!  But  note  how  logic  and  history  somer 
sault  in  this  period:  "Why  cannot  you  students  merge 
your  inherited  denominational  preferences  and  found 
here  in  Harvard  University  a  church  that  shall  be  broad 
enough  to  include  all  denominations — Jewish  as  the  ten 
commandments,  and  Protestant  as  the  Sermon  on  the 
Mount."  Yes,  doctor,  and  the  less  faith  the  members 
have,  the  easier  will  it  be  to  form  the  trust — the  less 
friction  in  its  membership  when  fashioned.  Has  it  come 
to  this  that  any  old  humbug  will  do  in  questions  of 
worship — that  the  God  of  wisdom  is  "not  mocked" 
therewith?  It  is  easy  to  mass  numbers.  Is  this  all 
Protestantism  now  aspires  to?  0  temporal  0  mores! 

What  a  strange  antithesis  does  all  this  make  with  the 
beginnings  of  Protestantism.  Then  it  was  "faith 
alone";  now  it  is  anything — the  less  belief,  the  better 
the  amalgam  called  Protestantism.  St.  Paul  used  to  call 
the  "neither  hot  nor  cold"  an  emetic,  but  Dr.  Abbott 
believes  they  are  "the  goods"  to  be  labeled  Protestantism. 

And  how  does  the  learned  doctor  show  that  the  Sermon 
on  the  Mount  is  Protestant?  Did  Martin  Luther  preach 
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it?  Or  perhaps  it  was  John  Knox  or  Calvin,  for  cer 
tainly  if  the  Beatitudes  are  Protestant,  they  are  so 
because  of  their  Author.  It  will  not  do  to  say  that 
thoughts  informed  by  a  particular  orator  can  be  trans 
mogrified  sixteen  centuries  after  his  death.  Such  an 
appropriation  looks  dangerously  like  violating  the  seventh 
commandment,  which,  strange  to  say,  although  "Jewish," 
applies  to  the  doctor  as  much  as  to  Moses. 

This  same  doctor  is  the  presumed  author  of  the  article 
"Traditionalism  vs.  Modernism"  in  the  current  number 
of  the  Outlook.  The  doctor  writes  his  "encyclical"  and 
dilates  on  the  "synthesis  of  all  orthodoxies,"  in  answer 
to  the  "synthesis  of  all  heresies"  in  the  Holy  Father's 
condemnation  of  modern  fallacies.  How  finely  the 
doctor  can  distinguish  is  evident  from  his  Harvard 
gospel. 

Here  are  some  more  samples  from  this  divine: 
"Religion  is  not  a  series  of  dogmas  imposed  on  man  by 
authority.  Belief  in  such  dogmas  is  not  faith,  disbelief 
in  them  is  not  infidelity."  Now  is  not  the  doctor  liberal? 
He  would  not  have  even  the  authority  of  the  God  of 
truth  impose  a  belief.  He  is  a  free  man;  he  was  born 
ii-  Roxbury,  Mass.,  Dec.  18,  1835.  Again,  "The  bible  is 
not  the  source  of  religion."  Look  out,  doctor!  If  you 
say  another  word  you  will  be  disciplined  for  heresy.  Is 
not  the  first  principle  of  Protestantism  faith  in  the  bible, 
and  if  it  is  lost  is  not  Protestantism  gone? 

He  puts  the  cap  on  the  column  in  his  article  by  saying 
"Jesus  Christ  did  not  come  to  found  religion,  nor  to 
found  a  special  form  of  religion."  This  old  blasphemer 
then  would,  in  order  to  undo  the  Holy  Father,  murder 
the  mission  of  our  Saviour,  and  this  is  the  only  infamy 
in  his  laborious  task  he  would  deem  logical,  for  the  Pope 
is  Christ's  vicar,  with  labor  identical  with  his  divine 
Master,  and  with  power  cognate. 

Surely  when  the  Outlook  reaches  Rome  the  monarch 
of  the  ages  will  breathe  a  prayer  for  the  doctor  that  he 
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will  at  least  know  what  he  himself  believes  before  he 
entangles  himself  shamefully  in  the  lofty  religious  ideals 
of  others.  May  it  be  that  Dr.  Lyman  Abbott  will  discover 
the  untenable  character  of  Protestantism  in  vainly  seek 
ing  solid  ground  to  withstand  the  mighty  pronouncements 
of  Rome. 


The  Bishop  of  Carlisle  and  Catholicity 

That  the  saying  of  Patian,  "Christian  is  my  name; 
Catholic  is  my  surname,"  has  never  been  compassed  by 
the  Protestant  Bishop  of  Carlisle,  England,  is  made 
manifest  by  his  article  in  the  new  Oxford  Journal,  re 
markable  for  its  essays  on  religion,  philosophy  and 
theology.  The  bishop  denies  actual  Catholicity  in  the 
Church  of  Rome,  but  seems  to  believe  that  Christ's 
promise  of  this  quality  will  yet  be  realized  by  some 
species  of  evolution  as  hazy  and  as  indistinct  in  his  con 
ception  thereof  as  are  to  us  his  episcopal  periods,  purple 
in  their  wrath  against  Rome  and  things  Roman.  Con 
sciously  or  unconsciously  the  philosophy  of  the  bishop's 
hope  is  nothing  more  nor  less  than  Modernism,  which 
has  set  Anglicanism  thinking  of  affiliation  with  its  tenets. 
When  the  history  of  Modernism  is  written  it  will  appear 
as  a  fantastic  top  that  pleased  Protestantism  for  a  day 
and  then  spun  itself  to  disuse  and  disfavor. 

The  Bishop  of  Carlisle  begins  his  assault  on  "Catho 
licity,"  without  telling  us  what  he  thinks  it  is  and  what 
the  Church  believes  it  to  be.  This  is  an  old  trick  of 
heresy,  as  otherwise  the  controversial  essay  would  not 
meet  the  length  required  by  the  publisher.  It  gives  the 
heretical  Don  Quixote  a  chance  to  fight  windmills  of  his 
own  invention  and  so  to  manufacture  issues  that  do  not 
exist. 

The  bishop  says,  "Indeed,  it  is  doubtful  whether 
Catholicity  has  ever  been  a  note  of  the  Christian  religion 
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in  any  epoch  anywhere."  He  proves  to  his  own  satisfac 
tion  that  the  differences  between  St.  Peter  and  St.  Paul 
which  bespoke  the  splendid  liberty  that  the  gospel  gave 
in  matters  of  personal  zeal  were  really  a  want  of  unity  in 
doctrine,  and  hence  Catholicity  could  not  subsist  in  the 
apostolic  age.  Lest  the  bishop  might  forget,  we  venture 
to  declare  that  St.  Peter  and  St.  Paul  were  both  martyrs 
to  the  same  sacred  and  solemn  principles  that  they  gave 
Christendom,  and  this  meant  that  they  wrote  with  their 
hearts'  blood  their  love  for  Catholic  truth  common  to 
both.  Their  deaths  were  as  sincere  as  their  lives,  and  as 
kindred  in  purposes.  The  bishop,  then,  doubtless,  refers 
to  the  time  of  St.  Columba,  when  there  was  question  of 
tonsure  and  of  the  celebration  of  Easter,  and  here  again 
he  unwittingly  acts  the  trickster.  He  groans  piously  over 
the  havoc  that  these  questions  made  with  Catholicity. 
Too  bad  the  bishop  did  not  consult  some  little  Catholic 
chap  on  his  way  from  catechism  class  and  he  would  tell 
him  that  matters  of  discipline,  regarding  the  length  of  a 
monk's  hair  or  the  size  of  the  moon's  face,  had  nothing 
to  do  with  these  principles  that  weld  the  Church's  multi 
tudes  and  generations  into  a  unit  of  belief.  Later  on  the 
bishop,  who  would,  doubtless,  rather  be  ruler  in  Carlisle 
than  in  London,  bemoans  the  ambitions  of  the  popes  to 
be  emperors.  To  the  idea  of  Catholicity,  the  personal 
character  of  a  Pope  is  nothing;  his  official  character 
alone  weighs  in  the  matters  of  faith  and  their  practice. 
There  is  a  vast  distinction  between  intellectual  power  and 
authority,  which  the  bishop  ought  to  note  before  he  falls 
into  the  blunder  of  confounding  the  ideas  of  the  Catho 
licity  of  the  Church  with  the  peculiarity  of  a  Pope's 
personal  character.  Because  ecumenical  councils  pro 
nouncing  Catholic  truth  sundered  therefrom  heretical 
bodies,  the  bishop  grieves  over  the  disunion  that  the 
Church  produces  in  Christendom,  and  has  it,  too,  an 
argument  against  the  Church's  Catholicity.  This  is  its 
best  proof  to  the  ordinary  mind,  as  it  shows  that  the 
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Church  kept  unity  of  doctrine  despite  even  the  loss  of 
peoples,  and  the  very  existence  of  the  council,  with  its 
representatives  from  every  land,  showed  the  general 
character  of  the  truth  they  taught  and  the  tenets  they 
promulgated. 

The  bishop  ends  with  a  coup  de  grace  on  the  authority 
of  St.  Peter,  saying,  "St.  Peter's  primacy  is  of  itself  a 
dubious  matter ;  he  was  not  the  disciple  whom  our  Lord 
Jesus  especially  loved." 

Bishop,  you  are  becoming  queer.  Does  Christ  give 
authority  to  all  He  loves,  and  is  the  measure  of  His  love 
the  degree  of  the  power  bestowed?  Conceit  has  led  you, 
dear  bishop,  to  believe  that  you  are  among  the  treasured 
few.  No,  there  is  a  Catholicity  magnificent  as  the  heart 
of  Christ,  extensive  as  the  mind  of  God,  solicitous  as  His 
Providence,  and  this  Catholicity  is  a  property  of  that 
Church  whose  glory  your  wretched  bigotry  cannot  dis 
cern,  and  whose  Catholic  truth  your  narrow  mind  cannot 
house — a  Church  that  is  not  circumscribed  by  geographi 
cal  lines,  as  the  synagogue  in  Judea  or  Episcopalianism 
in  England,  but  is  everywhere,  lovingly  seeking  the  souls 
of  men  with  a  brilliancy  that  undoes  the  sun  in  heaven. 


Decay  of  Childhood 

Under  this  heading  Wilfred  M.  Leadman,  in  the 
current  Westminster  Gazette,  gives  a  scathing  review  of 
the  causes  of  the  destruction  of  adolescence.  He  says 
that  the  English  educational  system  is  "heart  and  soul 
materialistic."  And  is  it  not  so  that  ideals  have  given 
way  everywhere  to  a  grim  realism,  and  that  commercial 
ism  is  the  crude  and  cold  philosophy  of  an  education  that 
aims  to  make  man  to  the  "image  and  likeness  of  Rocke 
feller  or  Sandow,  and  not  of  God?" 

If  this  be  true  of  the  older  civilization  of  England, 
how  much  more  does  it  apply  to  our  children,  part  and 
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parcel  of  a  civilization  not  yet  thoroughly  crystallized? 
We  have  before  spoken  and  written  with  sadness  on  the 
subject  of  the  disappearance  of  the  child  face.  How 
lamentable  to  see  experienced  eyes  in  a  baby  counten 
ance;  how  regretable  to  witness  a  mature  mind  that 
pooh  poohs  the  toys  of  soft  youth,  where  innocent  fancy 
should  mollify  and  beautify ;  how  abominable  to  see  the 
want  of  proportion  or  consistency  in  "an  old  head  on 
young  shoulders."  Here  are  thousands  trooping  forth 
from  an  expensive  school  building.  Find  one  who  will 
look  at  you  in  childish  fashion.  If  you  do,  that  child, 
that  rare  child,  should  be  removed  from  its  environ 
ment. 

In  the  fast  desire  to  get  along,  youth  is  overlooked, 
forgotten,  outgrown  by  youth  itself,  and  we  have  a  weird 
creation  where  God  intended  a  creature  that  would  be 
the  size  of  its  years. 

Mr.  Leadman  writes  strongly  in  his  sorrow.  He 
blames  the  school  and  the  poet — the  one  for  its  want  of 
reverence,  the  other  for  his  abrogation  of  fancy,  which 
is  the  soul  of  the  innocent  song  of  a  child  singer.  All 
this  is  well,  but  the  distinguished  writer  does  not  cut 
into  his  theme  and  find  the  reasons  for  materialism  and 
for  the  want  of  happy  fancy.  Is  it  not  easily  traceable 
to  the  absence  of  religion,  which  is  the  font  of  reverence 
and  the  true  parent  of  art? — religion  which  tells  us 
''when  I  was  a  child  I  spoke  like  a  child,"  and  that  puts 
the  crown  on  youth  by  teaching  us  that  unless  the  man 
is  as  a  little  child  he  cannot  enter  into  the  glory  of  his 
eternal  Father.  Our  dear  Lord  had  more  than  once  a 
happy  audience  of  laughing  little  ones;  painters  delight 
in  having  them  crawling  all  over  Him,  climbing  His 
back,  mounting  His  knees,  stroking  His  hair  and 
beard,  cooing  into  His  ears  and  kissing  lips  from  which 
came,  as  honey  from  the  comb,  "Suffer  the  little  children 
to  come  to  Me!"  Alas  and  alack!  what  a  disfiguration 
has  not  heresy  and  infidelity  made  in  the  hearts  and 
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minds  of  the  children!  Is  it  not  true,  proven  with  the 
faces  of  thousands  of  our  school  children,  that  Catho 
licity,  and  Catholicity  only,  leaves  the  sweet  impress  of 
reverence?  The  sacraments  of  the  Church  not  only 
mould  the  human  system  so  that  skull  and  bone  are 
changed  from  what  paganism  one  time  had  them,  but 
the  eye  and  cheek  of  youth  announce  the  benign  influence 
of  the  reverential  awe  they  create. 

The  Catholic  child  prays  on  his  knees,  he  reveres  his 
teacher,  he  doffs  hats  to  his  superiors,  he  treads  lightly 
in  the  house  of  God.  This  reverence  is  what  gives  the 
young  face  the  subtle  beauty  akin  to  goodness,  and  the 
eyes  a  brilliancy  and  hopefulness,  for  the  waters  of 
baptism  shine  in  the  soul;  his  education  is  for  the  sake 
of  the  soul,  not  for  the  purpose  of  stuffing  a  pocket ;  his 
education  has  not  feet  of  clay  planted  in  the  earth  of 
which  it  is  part,  but  it  trains  for  the  skies,  with  ideals 
heavenly  and  with  ideas  divine;  his  education  puts  prin 
ciple  in  the  vanguard  and  tells  him  that  one  principle  is 
worth  infinitely  more  than  this  drab  world — much  less  a 
fraction  of  its  mud.  Hence  it  is  that  the  Catholic  child 
is  a  devotee;  as  such  reverential,  and,  because  reveren 
tial,  always  interesting. 

He  respects  his  parents  and  makes  obedience  a  labor  oi 
love,  for  in  his  parents  he  sees  his  God;  he  reveres 
authority,  for  he  knows  all  power  is  from  on  high;  he 
considers  love  of  neighbor  the  truest  patriotism;  he 
looks  on  old  age  with  kindly  wonder ;  and  in  his  Church 
he  lays  down,  as  did  the  Eastern  kings  in  the  cave  of  a 
Babe,  heart  and  head  before  the  altar,  that  the  affections 
of  the  one  may  be  rightly  enriched  and  duly  cherished, 
and  the  ideas  of  the  other  may  be  salutary  for  immortal 
life.  What  wild  notion  that  would  give  the  child  a  false 
sense  of  liberty  so  that  he  would  handle  the  sacred  page 
of  Holy  Writ  as  would  the  grave  digger  the  skull  of  the 
"mad  rogue,"  Yorick,  equal  to  these  refining  and  rever 
ential  thoughts  which  will  keep  youth  in  its  proper 
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domain  and  decorate  with  its  sweetness  in  the  after- 
time  the  grey  hours  of  age.  How  dreadfully  out  of 
touch  with  the  sweet  face  of  childhood  is  the  ugliness  of 
religious  falsehood,  or  the  awful  absence  of  truth,  to 
which  innocence  should  be  naturally  so  kindred. 

Ah,  give  to  the  child  what  belongs  to  the  child — truth 
to  ennoble  his  education  and  reverence  to  make  youth 
charming  forever. 


Mr.  Schwab  makes  a  Mess 

That  a  great  religious  journal,  published  in  London 
and  Boston,  should  permit  the  coarse  and  indecent  tirade 
of  Rev.  L.  Henry  Schwab  of  Sharon,  Conn.,  transcends 
our  reason.  The  article  delights  in  the  proud  caption, 
"The  Papacy  in  Its  Relation  to  American  Ideals,"  and 
certainly  proves  one  thing,  that  the  writer  is  not  a  gentle 
man  and  is  a  bigot,  so  estranged  from  anything  like  truth 
in  his  premises  or  logic  in  their  development  or  conclu 
sion  that  we  never  read  anything  so  bedaubed  with  the 
arrogance  of  ignorance.  He  puts,  not  in  a  period,  but  in 
a  clause  ending  with  a  comma,  declarations  condemna 
tory  of  the  creed  of  millions  and  passes  on  to  his  impious 
purposes  without  a  tremor. 

It  is  sufficient  for  Mr.  Schwab  that  one  event  should 
follow  another  to  have  him  name  it  the  cause  of  the  sub 
sequent.  He  flings  his  "ergos"  around  with  as  much 
meaning  as  have  the  last  gurgles  of  a  chicken  with  its 
head  off,  and  in  general  he  cuts  fantastic  capers  like  the 
aforesaid  headless  fowl.  Mr.  Schwab  never  doubts;  he 
is  cocksure  of  everything.  When  he  gives  the  coup 
de  grace  to  some  supposed  tenet  of  Catholic  faith,  he 
never  has  the  courtesy  to  refer  us  to  the  source  of  his 
information.  Schwab  has  spoken  and  "the  cause  is 
finished."  Putting  the  cart  before  the  horse  in  many  of 
his  periods,  we  would  naturally  suppose  that  we  would 
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meet  a  clown,  but  instead  the  ringmaster  presents  him 
self  in  his  pumps  and  his  pomp.  Did  not  the  great 
Hibbert  Journal  give  Schwab  a  place,  we  would  pass  him 
as  a  common  liar,  who,  mistaking  notoriety  for  fame, 
would  parade  startling  falsehoods  as  the  only  way  he 
could  make  himself  interesting  for  a  passing  hour.  With 
matchless  bravery,  the  Rev.  Schwab  raises  his  flail  and 
threshes  out  old  straw,  musty  with  the  smell  and  the  age 
of  centuries,  and  then  he  faces  about  to  receive  the 
plaudits  of  his  advocated  countrymen.  Regarding  the 
title  of  his  essay,  we  looked  in  vain  to  see  its  justification 
ii;  the  context;  Mr.  Schwab  was  never  off  the  track,  for 
the  simple  reason  that  he  was  never  on  it.  Unintention 
ally,  on  Mr.  Schwab's  part,  he  reminds  us  of  the  cele 
brated  wit  and  wag,  Josh  Billings,  who,  with  a  glass  of 
milk  on  the  platform  table,  and  with  his  theme  announced 
as  "Milk,"  immediately  proceeded  to  discuss  "Mules." 

Mr.  Schwab,  with  exceptional  sang  froid,  declares  that 
"there  was  once  a  Church  without  a  Pope,"  and  sup 
posing  that  everyone  knew  this  fact  and  that  none  had 
the  right  to  dispute  the  statement,  he  gives  neither  day 
nor  date,  page  nor  principle  to  prove  his  marvelous  dis 
covery.  We  are  still  looking  at  the  audacity  of  the  print 
that  presented  this  dictum,  but  it  stands  there  black  and 
bold.  It  is  on  page  265  of  the  January  number,  1908. 

Notice  the  acrobatic  character  of  Mr.  Schwab  in  this 
period:  "The  foundation  of  the  papal  power  had  been 
laid;  then  men  bethought  them  of  Christ's  words  to  St. 
Peter."  That  is  the  way  men  did  in  those  days;  they 
had  their  heels  where  their  heads  ought  to  be,  didn't 
they,  Mr.  Schwab? 

Speaking  of  the  Isidorean  Decretals  that  we  supposed 
were  long  since  dead,  Mr.  Schwab  says,  "These  forged 
documents,  the  pretended  decretals  of  early  Popes,  were 
for  centuries  accepted  as  genuine,  and  became  largely 
instrumental  in  establishing  papal  power."  Mr.  Schwab 
does  not  inform  us  that  Pope  Innocent  III  inflicted  most 
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severe  punishment  upon  anyone  misrepresenting  the  con 
stitutions,  decrees  and  cases  of  the  Roman  Court;  he 
says  nothing  of  the  fact  that  Cardinal  Nicholas  of  Cusa 
(a  possible  Pope)  disclosed  the  false  statements  of  the 
Isidore  Decretals,  and  is  silent  on  Pope  Gregory  IX,  who 
had  St.  Raymond  of  Pennafort  to  compile  papal  laws  and 
decisions,  thus  meriting  the  title  of  the  Justinian  of  canon 
law.  No,  Mr.  Schwab,  the  fact  that  for  centuries  these 
decretals  had  credence  is  a  good  argument  to  show  how 
men  looked  to  Rome  for  wonders  of  judgment  surpassing 
the  decrees  of  Solomon.  Listen  to  the  reverend  ranter 
and  stop  laughing!  "We  Americans  have  nailed  the 
flag  of  liberty  to  our  masthead."  We  thought  so;  we 
knew  that  Rev.  Schwab's  head  was  wooden,  for  if  not 
there  could  be  no  nailing.  The  nail  in  his  head  caused 
his  brains  to  ooze  and  to  manifest  the  agony  visible  in 
his  periods. 

Mr.  Schwab  rounds  his  assault  upon  our  infamies  by 
crying  out,  "And  there  are  surely  in  America  patriotic 
and  religious  Roman  Catholics  to  whom  it  is  a  matter  of 
grave  concern  that  the  worship  of  their  Church  should 
degenerate  into  the  now  popular  cult  of  the  Sacred 
Heart;  to  whom  it  must  cause  pain  that  the  pure  faith 
of  Christ  should  be  supplanted  by  a  superstitious  use  of 
relics  and  the  adoration  of  the  saints."  Now  won't  you 
Catholics  be  good !  Mr.  Schwab,  in  the  Catholic  Church 
there  is  a  Sacred  Heart  to  love  and  direct  our  poor 
hearts,  as  there  is  a  Holy  Head  to  guide  our  minds  aright 
and  not  permit  us  to  defame  our  brother,  misrepresent 
his  principles,  and  cast  our  souls  to  a  heartless  devil. 
Schwab  caps  the  climax  with  the  assertion  "and  Pius  X 
is  today  more  truly  the  successor  of  Augustus  than  of 
Peter."  Ah,  now,  in  all  fish  stories  there  is  some  one  to 
go  one  better  and  we  want  to  confide  to  friend  Schwab  a 
secret,  which  he  will  please  not  disclose  to  Sharon,  Conn. : 
Pius  X  is  a  first  cousin  to  Nero  on  his  great  grand 
mother's  side. 
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Crumbling  Protestantism 

Protestantism  is  like  a  sheet  of  tanglefoot  bestrewn 
with  dead  flies.  It  is  a  system  to  which  all  moribund 
issues  stick.  One  day  it  is  "Old  Catholicism,"  then 
Modernism,  while  tomorrow  some  sugared  novelty  will 
gravitate  to  heresy,  and  Protestantism  will,  perforce,  have 
the  office  of  undertaker.  Since,  in  religious  falsehood, 
there  is  nothing  in  any  way  even  interesting  in  mind  or 
manner,  Protestantism  mopes  like  Moses  at  the  fair, 
wandering  open-mouthed  in  quest  of  comfort  or  justifica 
tion,  or  something  that  will  hold  its  attention  for  an  idle 
hour.  At  the  present  time,  such  of  its  devotees  as  are 
not  lost  in  wonderment  at  the  marvelous  authority  of 
Catholicity,  are  bolstering  up  Protestantism's  want  of 
power  by  making  desperate  efforts  to  convince  them 
selves  against  their  convictions  that  all  this  trumpeting 
of  Rome  and  things  Roman  is  only  a  trick  to  establish 
the  primacy  of  the  hierarchy  and  not  to  guard  truth  from 
the  onslaughts  of  scepticism.  How  this  can  be  is  not 
shown  by  the  editorial  of  Feb.  I3th  in  the  California 
Christian  Advocate,  as  the  furore  caused  is  evidently  the 
expression  of  power  possessed  and  not  sought,  and  as  the 
Holy  Father  counted  out  to  the  world  the  condemned 
propositions  and  the  reasons  for  anathema  in  those  who 
would  dare  hold  them.  Protestantism  has  found  a  bril 
liant  "advocate,"  who  makes  the  best  of  a  poor  case,  and 
that  he  did  not  succeed  is  due  to  Protestantism  itself  with 
its  inherent  puerility  of  thought,  even  when  most 
sophistical;  its  false  conception  of  Catholic  facts  and 
their  weak  and  limping  declarations — with  conclusions 
purged  therefrom,  as  abominable  as  they  are  illogical. 

Protestantism  can  well  say  "The  Lord  deliver  me  from 
my  friends!"  for  they  best  accentuate  her  incapacity, 
and  in  no  way  does  their  apology  stay  her  decline  or  even 
serve  as  a  mattress  to  dull  the  jolt  of  the  fall,  or  make 
death  easy. 
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The  wretched  and  untenable  expectation  of  a  church 
which  will  realize  the  "ages  of  Roman  absolutism  and 
Protestant  individualism"  shows  how  utterly  worthless  is 
the  purpose  of  modern  heresy  to  satisfy  the  heart  or 
appease  the  mental  longings  of  humanity.  It  is  an  avowal 
that  the  most  thoughtful  Protestant  minds  are  living  not 
in  a  faith,  but  in  a  hope.  Protestantism  can  no  more 
qualify  Catholicism  or  Catholicity  Protestantism  than 
the  adjective  good  can  qualify  devil  or  devilish  qualify 
good.  They  are  now  and  forever  irreconcilable,  for  the 
Catholic  Church  comes  out  from  God  and  beckons  man 
thither,  while  the  Protestant  church  began  in  human  vice 
and  pride  and  will  never  lead  men  higher  than  the  mud 
upon  their  shoe-heels.  The  infallibility  of  the  Pope  is 
diametrically  opposed  to  the  fallibility  of  private  judg 
ment;  one  is  the  property  of  divinity,  the  other  the 
varying  quality  of  humanity ;  one  is  by  right  the  teacher, 
the  other  will  ever  remain  a  rebel  against  guidance ;  one 
is  immutable  and  eternal,  the  other  is  changeable  and 
perverse  as  man's  day ;  the  one  is  for  the  soul,  the  other 
is  for  the  flesh,  an  enemy  of  immortality,  in  the  class 
with  the  world  and  the  devil.  One  might  as  well  deem  it 
possible  to  light  the  arcs  of  heaven's  glory  with  a  torch 
kindled  at  the  hob  of  hell  as  to  entertain  the  thought  that 
some  fine  day  in  some  fine  way  that  now  cannot  be 
fancied,  no  more  than  its  means  can  be  specified  and 
scheduled,  Catholicity,  another  name  for  reverence  for 
authority,  and  Protestantism,  a  pet  name  for  self  and 
arrogance,  will  be  reconciled. 

There  is  something  infinitely  pathetic  in  the  groan  of 
the  venerable  Episcopalian  bishop  of  Fond  du  Lac,  who 
bemoans  the  decadence  of  that  Protestantism  to  which  he 
has  given  a  devoted  life.  He  appears  like  an  honest  man 
quenching  the  tear  that  he  would  fain  hide  from  an  un 
sympathetic  world  and  that  he  would  give  as  a  tribute  to 
days  lost  forever  in  a  work  which,  to  say  the  least,  he 
believes  doubtful  in  efficacy  and  value.  He  bewails  the 
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spread  of  indifferentism  in  his  church,  of  disbelief  in  the 
bible,  and  of  disrespect  for  his  church's  authority.  Are 
not  all  these  results,  bishop,  the  direct  and  unhappy 
progeny  of  private  judgment?  When  an  individual  is 
empowered  to  read  the  scriptures  as  he  wills,  is  it  hard 
to  conceive  him  growing  indifferent  to  the  Church  and 
considerate  of  his  own  superiority?  If  he  is  the  self- 
constituted  expounder  of  holy  writ,  what  need  has  he  of 
a  church  to  teach  him?  If  he  has  untrammeled  authority 
to  pass  judgment  upon  the  bible,  need  we  wonder  that 
he  ends  in  throwing  the  bible  away  as  a  deceit  and 
trickery  ? 

We  one  time  asked  a  little  fellow  to  take  his  primer 
and  read.  He  did  so,  but,  unhappily  keeping  his  weather 
eye  on  the  picture  of  the  animal  over  the  word,  he  was 
led  into  laughable  errors.  Johnny  began:  "F-o-x." 
"Now  what  does  f-o-x  spell?"  "Dog,"  said  our  hero. 
"Try  again!"  "E-l-k— ,"  in  triumph  came,  "cow." 
"H-e-n" —  "Now,  Johnny,  your  last  chance!"  and  Johnny 
blurted  out  "chicken." 

Protestantism,  bishop,  in  reading  the  scriptures,  is  very 
much  like  Johnny.  It  keeps  its  eye  on  the  animal  called 
self,  and  it  blunders  outrageously.  Why  should  the 
bishop  complain  of  the  "arrogance  of  the  laity"  since  the 
very  essence  of  Protestantism  unfrocks  the  authority  of 
its  clergy,  or  rather  frocks  the  folly  of  insubordination 
or  irreverence,  so  that  there  is  no  material  difference 
between  master  and  man? 

"No  wonder,"  says  this  troubled  soul,  "that  the  hearts 
of  our  clergy  fail  in  the  presence  of  our  divisions,  and 
that  the  arguments  of  the  Roman  Church  loom  large." 

The  North-Western  Christian  Advocate  and  the  New 
York  Baptist  periodical,  The  Examiner,  furnish  new 
arguments  to  show  how  Protestantism  is  breaking  up 
into  fragments;  the  latter  paper  vainly  sighing  for  a 
"closer  fellowship"  between  Catholicism  and  Protest 
antism.  This  will  not  come,  as  St.  Paul  long  years  ago 
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forbade  it  and  declared  that  truth  could  not  assimilate 
with  falsehood,  so  there  seems  to  be  nothing  for  Prot 
estantism  to  do  but  to  yield  the  ghost. 

Dr.  Smyth  of  New  Haven,  and  Dr.  Briggs  are  now 
happy  in  a  "fool's  paradise,"  believing  that  out  of  the 
present  discussion  of  profound  religious  themes,  there 
will  come  a  church  "combining  the  best  features  of 
Protestantism  and  Roman  Catholicism." 

Grave  signers,  you  might  as  well  hope  that  Lucifer 
would  be  called  back  from  the  dungeon  of  the  damned  to 
enjoy  again  his  glory  at  the  foot  of  God's  throne,  as  to 
hope  that  Protestantism  will  find  a  home  in  the  treasure- 
house  of  religious  certainties. 

Poor  Protestantism!  As  it  began  with  a  man,  it 
depends  on  man,  and  so  its  devotees  look  to  the  individual 
minister  to  be  its  mainstay.  It  is  not  any  more  a  question 
of  the  grace  or  force  of  principle,  but  the  affability  or 
the  eloquence  of  the  pastor.  When  he  proves  weak, 
Protestantism  totters ;  when  he  fails,  Protestantism  goes 
to  the  dust. 

Papal  Bluntness 

Brutus,  in  Shakespeare's  Julius  Caesar,  gives  words 
that  are  the  philosophy  of  Pius  X's  success  in  dealing 
with  questions  of  principle:  "There  are  no  tricks  in 
plain  and  simple  faith,"  and,  as  a  result,  his  glorious 
bluntness  in  matters  of  religious  truth  (the  very  reverse 
of  his  gracious  and  affable  manner  towards  persons) 
makes  men  cling  closer  to  their  tenets  or  abandon  them 
altogether.  The  Holy  Father  stands  for  no  half  measures. 
Like  David  coming  in  from  his  fields  to  rule  his  people 
Israel,  Pius  X  calls  a  spade  a  spade,  and  has  read  only 
in  books  of  that  diplomacy  which  the  courts  of  the  world 
use  in  speaking,  not  to  clearly  express  themselves,  but, 
as  Talleyrand  delighted  to  say,  "to  hide  meaning."  In 
the  Holy  Father's  decrees  there  are  no  ambiguities,  no 
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wavering,  no  abiding  Time's  test,  no  compromising  the 
issue  at  stake,  no  calculations  of  profit  and  loss  in  their 
opportuneness,  no  balancing  of  expediency  and  principle 
as  in  the  world's  questions  of  state,  but  one  sees  the 
shining  depths  of  his  guiding  mind  as  clearly  as  is  seen 
the  deep,  pebbly  floor  of  the  Blue  Grotto  in  the  Bay  of 
Naples.  In  taking  thought  from  his  declarations,  the 
scholar  has  no  more  advantage  than  the  ignorant,  for 
adjectives  dare  not  qualify  his  nouns,  varied  interpreta 
tion  confuse  their  meaning  or  rhetoric  undo  their  pur 
pose.  He  is  all  brilliancy  in  expression,  all  solidity  in  his 
thought,  all  strength  in  design. 

Who  can  deny  that  Pius  X  has  not  heavenly  force, 
else  how  account  for  this  marvel  of  the  age?  How 
explain  the  strength  he  wields  in  the  domain  of  mind,  as 
he  helps  those  to  whom  truth  is  dear,  or  doubly  confounds 
the  councils  of  those  who  are  serving  error  or  falsehood. 
The  glorious  use  of  his  power  is  equalled  only  by  the 
awful  character  of  his  authority,  as  it  transcends  the 
sway  of  earthly  empires  in  ruling  our  immortal  destinies. 
With  more  than  the  prowess  of  an  Augustus  he  defends 
the  body  of  dogma,  and  as  a  teacher  of  the  great  school 
of  the  world,  with  kingdoms  as  scholars,  he  gives  heav 
enly  doctrines  in  no  apologetic  lisping.  He  loves  hu 
manity  and  this  makes  him  hate  falsehood  that  would 
bemean  the  mind's  high  purpose,  and  abhors  the  devil 
who  would  dethrone  the  soul's  mighty  destiny.  He  is  on 
earth  the  formal  and  direct  antagonist  of  Satan,  for  one 
is  the  father  of  truth,  the  other  the  father  of  impious 
falsehoods;  one  strengthens  with  positive  doctrine  the 
mind  that  is  weak,  perfects  what  is  strong  and  insures 
certain  hope  in  everlasting  belief,  while  the  other  ruins 
the  feeble  with  sophistry,  destroys  with  pride  the  strong 
and  induces  despair  to  finish  the  detestable  work  of 
vanity  and  ignorance. 

In  all  the  great  questions  that  have  fallen  to  the  lot  of 
the  present  Holy  Father  for  solution,  there  are  made 
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manifest  the  same  directness  of  purpose  and  the  same 
bluntness  and  strength  in  the  conclusion,  so  that  no  third 
position  is  possible;  they  who  take  their  position  are 
either  for  or  against.  Truth  boldly  stands  out  in  the  open 
on  firm  ground  and  shows  its  every  line,  clearly  as  the 
rays  that  were  the  steps  of  Jacob's  ladder.  The  future 
will  read  the  decrees  of  Pius  X,  and  in  this  equivocal 
time  they  will  appear  as  block  letters  accentuating  our 
age's  quibbling  and  puerility  and  their  own  strength  in 
honesty  of  purpose  as  well  as  in  immortal  veracity. 

The  editor  of  the  Hibbert  Journal  in  October,  1906, 
made  this  significant  statement:  "Language,  when  ap 
plied  to  the  expression  of  religious  belief,  seems  to  have 
a  different  set  of  values  from  those  carried  in  other 
departments  of  thought."  A  terrible  arraignment  of 
Protestantism,  that  began  in  the  perversion  of  ideas  and 
ended  in  the  malformation  and  disfiguration  of  the  mean 
ing  of  words!  So  it  is;  heresy  is  like  mercury  register 
ing  any  degree  you  desire;  while  Catholicity  is  crystal 
lized  and  remains  as  unchangeable  as  the  God  who  gave 
this  pearl  of  peerless  value. 

Its  official  language,  the  Latin,  is  dead  and  incapable 
of  change,  hence  well  adapted  to  voice  its  unchangeable 
tenets. 

When  such  a  reproach  is  flung  in  the  teeth  of  our  time, 
ought  we  not  be  proud  of  as  well  as  docile  to  the  simple 
yet  sublime  majesty  of  the  Vatican  who  will  'have  no 
quibbling,  but  who  with  brevity  damns  and  with  blunt- 
ness  annihilates  what  would  fain  be  mercurial  in  sense 
or  meaning. 

In  France  he  did  not  cast  up  the  gains  or  losses,  but 
met  the  exigency  flatly,  squarely  and  frankly  with  the 
constitutional  law  of  the  Church,  leaving  the  rest  to  God 
with  that  success  which  time  has  already  told. 

To  Modernism  he  declared  the  right  and  the  true  as 
against  the  wrong  and  the  false  and,  with  one  fell  blow, 
in  the  words  of  our  greatest  dramatist,  said:  "Down! 
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down  to  hell !  and  say  I  sent  thee  thither !"  He  left  no 
middle  course  made  up  of  a  little  bit  of  this  and  a  taste 
of  that,  like  the  hurly-burly  in  Macbeth.  Men  complain 
of  this  absolutism  of  the  papacy,  but  is  not  truth  abso 
lute?  Truth  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  falsehood,  no 
more  than  God  almighty  Himself  would  touch  the  devil, 
save  to  punish  him  in  the  distance. 

There  has  been  altogether  too  much  coquetting  with 
hell  by  possessors  of  the  truth  of  Christ,  and  this,  for 
sooth,  proclaimed  as  a  compliment  to  the  liberalism  of 
the  time.  Truth  has  taint  no  more  than  heaven  has  rust. 
This  absolutism  of  the  papal  declaration  is  what  has 
brought  men  to  Pius  X, — some,  who  are  indifferent  to 
our  teaching,  to  admire;  some,  who  are  wearied  with 
words,  to  reverence;  some  to  increase  their  devotion  in 
giving  a  new  alleluia  to  that  heavenly  force  which  does 
not  say  to  mankind  "by  your  leave!"  but  rules  as  Christ 
would  and  as  God  wills — and  other  some  to  fear,  or  at 
least  recognize  a  property  with  which  they  cannot  assimi 
late  in  the  rock-faced  bluntness  and  sturdiness  of  the 
invincible  Pope,  Pius  X. 


"  His  Most  Serene  Bigotry  n 

Over  in  London  Harold  Begbie  has  given  to  the  world 
a  vicious  work  entitled  "The  Children's  Encyclopedia." 
It  is  particularly  execrable  because  of  the  chapter  on  the 
bible.  We  greet  Begbie  from  afar  as  his  Most  Serene 
Bigotry.  One  of  the  pictures  in  the  book  represents  the 
"Pope's  Bishops"  burning  the  scriptures  in  St.  Paul's 
churchyard,  while  over  against  this  exhibition  is  a  repre 
sentation  of  the  heretic  Wyclif,  who  was  the  first  man 
"to  turn  the  eyes  of  the  people  from  the  Pope  to  the 
beautiful  figure  of  Christ,"  etc.  When  brought  to  task 
by  the  editor  of  the  London  Tablet,  Begbie  looks  as  inno- 
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cent  as  a  white  elephant  and  declares  that  he  supposed 
everyone  knew  the  truth  of  what  he  wrote. 

So  is  it  with  many  infamous  characters  who  compile 
books :  they  have  lived  so  long  with  their  old  lies,  have 
so  well  "fed  fat"  the  "ancient  grudge"  they  bear  the 
Church,  that  God  Almighty  inflicts  the  most  condign 
punishment  by  permitting  them  to  believe  their  own  false 
hoods.  If  Begbie  does  not  belong  to  this  class,  he  is  a 
consummate  hypocrite ;  for  the  while  he  rolls  his  eyes  in 
horror  at  the  crimes  of  the  past,  he  himself  is  guilty  of 
the  crime  of  the  age — a  malicious  perversion  of  history 
calculated  to  undo  the  Church  of  God  in  the  minds  of 
England's  youth,  so  that  what  for  them  begins  in  mis 
conception  may  end  in  mischief  and  malice. 

A  book  was  burned  in  St.  Paul's  churchyard,  but  it  was 
not  the  scriptures,  unless  it  is  true  that  the  word  of  God 
13  not  like  the  home  of  God,  without  moth  or  rust.  The 
Church's  love  for  truth  is  accentuated  by  her  hatred  for 
falsehood  in  the  sacred  text — a  falsehood  that  she  burns 
in  the  flame  of  her  holy  indignation  before  she  would 
formally  consign  the  tainted  volume  to  physical  flames, 
for  the  Lord  God  of  truth  is  not  served  by  falsehood, 
nor  does  He  give  men  what  He  abhors  and  punishes  in 
the  father  of  lies.  The  lurid  flames  of  hell  no  more 
commingle  with  the  lights  of  heaven's  glory  than  do  the 
ravings  of  irreligion  or  false  religion  with  the  eternal 
verities.  Glory  to  the  Church  for  such  tyranny!  Long 
may  the  tyrant  (?)  live  to  guard  the  sacred  deposit  of 
the  faith  from  the  vagaries  of  heresy  and  the  deceit  and 
trickery  of  the  devil ! 

Was  Wyclif  in  the  fourteenth  century  the  first  man  to 
bring  the  bible  to  England?  This  would  suppose  that 
England  was  converted  by  St.  Augustine  without  the  aid 
of  the  sacred  scriptures.  Did  not  the  venerable  Bede, 
in  the  eighth  century,  give  us  most  learned  commentaries 
on  the  great  and  good  book,  some  of  whose  works  Alfred 
the  Great  translated  into  Saxon?  In  the  ninth  century, 
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was  not  Alcuin  the  most  profound  biblical  scholar  of  the 
time,  so  learned  in  holy  writ  that  the  great  Charlemagne 
aided  and  encouraged  his  revision  of  the  Vulgate?  Surely 
England  has  not  forgotten,  even  if  Begbie  is  short  of 
memory,  Stephen  Langton,  Canterbury's  great  cardinal, 
whose  biblical  knowledge  was  equaled  only  by  his  canoni 
cal  decrees  that  still,  after  seven  hundred  years  of  use, 
are  equal  to  the  demands  justice  makes  upon  them. 

No,  Mr.  Begbie,  your  Protestant  ignorance  of  the  mos,t 
illustrious  facts  of  your  island's  history  is  so  lamentable 
that  it  is  a  fit  subject  for  pity  and  for  prayer,  did  you  not 
prove  to  our  conclusion  that  you  dearly  love  to  lie. 

In  Begbie's  second  answer  to  the  Tablet  he  shows  his 
real  animus  by  acting  the  "artful  dodger"  and  trying  to 
cloud  the  issue  of  the  main  question  by  lashing  himself 
into  a  fury  over  the  crimes  of  Catholics  that  the  Church 
long  since  bemoaned  a  thousand  times  over  in  her  hatred 
for  sin,  just  as  he  decries  them,  not  out  of  love  for  God 
but  for  hatred  of  his  Catholic  fellows.  Mr.  Begbie,  in 
advocacy  of  liberty  so  dear  to  his  heart,  says,  "Men  in 
these  days  dare  not  let  their  reason  wander  beyond  the 
bounds  of  their  breviary."  An  unlucky  hit,  dear  sir,  for 
is  not  the  breviary  what  we  might  call  a  second  edition 
of  the  sacred  scriptures?  Is  it  not  filled  with  homilies 
on  the  gospel?  Are  not  its  pages  teeming  with  the 
psalms  ?  Are  not  all  its  lessons  essentially  biblical  ?  Mr. 
Begbie  in  his  wild  enthusiasm  makes  an  eloquent  admis 
sion  which  we  will  grant  him :  "My  argument  is  that  the 
time  was  evil  and  that  the  evil  produced  the  Reforma 
tion."  And  as  like  produces  like,  so  Mr.  Begbie,  your 
Reformation  has  shown  itself  like  the  times  that  fathered 
it,  essentially  devilish. 

And  now,  as  the  court-crier  would  say,  "Hear  ye! 
Hear  ye!"  Mr.  Begbie  comes  to  prove  his  case  against 
the  Church  and  so  he  winks  at  Voltaire  and  summons 
him  as  a  witness,  and  he  reaches  out  his  hand  to  the 
bloodstained  and  dissolute  Suffolk  and  bids  him  come  on, 
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and,  to  lend  some  dignity  to  the  motley  group,  he  invites 
Milton,  whose  Puritanism  was  encased  in  steel  armor 
with  its  elbowy  absoluteness.  We  would  suggest  that 
he  would,  whenever  he  has  a  case  against  Ireland,  sum 
mon  Oliver  Cromwell  and  his  sweet  son-in-law,  Ireton. 

Mr.  Begbie  has  opened  his  court  and  the  case  with  the 
Church  is  closed  with  a  snap,  with  no  right  of  appeal. 
Begbie  has  spoken  and  the  cause  is  finished.  The  next 
time  Mr.  Begbie  sits  down  "with  humanity  and  the  angels 
of  freedom,"  we  will  have  absolutely  no  fear  but  that 
humanity  is  poor  and  corrupt,  and  no  doubt  about  the 
color  of  the  angels  of  freedom — as  black  and  lepulsive 
as  if  the  devil  himself  bedaubed  them  with  soot  from  the 
hob  of  hell  and  fixed  them  for  the  part  they  had  to  play 
with  Begbie  in  his  seclusion  and  studies. 

God  help  England's  children!  God  help  the  English 
men  of  the  future,  since  Begbie  trims  the  lamps  for  their 
feet! 


Wisdom  of  President  Jordan 

In  the  Hibbert  Journal  for  the  quarter  ending  July,  we 
have  an  article  on  the  "Religion  of  the  Sensible  Ameri 
can,"  by  David  Starr  Jordan,  president  of  Leland  Stan 
ford  Junior  University.  The  treatment  of  the  theme  is 
rather  peculiar,  as  the  author  gives  credit  for  all  his 
thoughts  on  the  subject  to  a  dead  friend  who  himself 
was  a  professor  in  a  university.  The  manner  is  typical 
of  a  class  who,  eschewing  all  creeds  and  despising  all 
churches,  mass  all  the  good  they  see  as  a  product  which 
has  survived  the  tyranny  of  doctrines  and  the  absolutism 
of  ecclesiastical  procedure.  The  very  contrary  is  true, 
for  whatever  religious  truth  is  in  the  world  or  common 
sense  in  dealing  with  their  eternal  destiny  there  is  in  men 
outside  the  Church,  must  come  from  the  source  estab 
lished  as  a  very  reservoir  of  truth  and  grace — by  Christ. 
all  truth;  by  God,  all  common  sense. 
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The  article  is  an  apology  for  want  of  faith  in  a  coward 
who  wantonly  believes  that  his  presidency  would  be 
more  popular  in  decrying  creeds  and  churches  and  walk 
ing  before  men  as  an  ass  that  harness  never  touched. 
Such  independence  is  laughable  for  its  very  ignorance, 
as  a  man  might  as  well  claim  independence  of  the  God 
who  every  moment  gives  him  life  and  light  as  to  claim 
that  it  is  independence  to  disavow  the  truth  of  God  that 
will  inspire  his  mind  to  high  purposes  and  his  life  to 
immortal  projects.  Religious  truth  is  housed  somewhere 
on  earth,  since  Christ  brought  it  to  the  world  and  left  it 
here.  As  a  Christian  president  of  a  Christian  university 
in  a  Christian  land,  this  statement  will  doubtless  be  per 
mitted  to  pass  the  logic  of  Mr.  Jordan. 

Now  let  us  hear  him:  "The  sensible  American  recog 
nizes  no  antagonism  between  the  words  of  Jesus  and  the 
teachings  of  human  experience,  which,  tested  and  set  in 
order,  we  call  science." 

So  say  we  all  of  us,  and  cry  out,  with  the  enthusiasts 
in  the  court  scene  of  the  "Merchant  of  Venice" :  "A 
Daniel,  still  say  I,  a  second  Daniel !"  At  this  rate  every 
mother's  son  of  us  is  sensible.  "In  the  religion  of  Jesus 
the  end  of  truth  is  service,  and  religion  finds  its  function 
and  justification  in  the  conduct  of  life."  Good  again. 
Mr.  Jordan;  you  must  have  been  studying  a  Catholic 
catechism,  despite  your  distaste  for  creeds ;  we  have 
been  with  your  sentiments  for  two  thousand  years,  as 
we  have  ever  held  that  our  service  is  the  measure  of  our 
knowledge,  and  our  knowledge  has  truth  for  its  goal  and 
God  for  its  desire.  If  this  were  all  of  the  catechism,  we 
would  baptize  you  before  you  could  wash  from  your 
forefinger  and  thumb  the  ink  from  your  spluttering  pen. 

Before  Mr.  Jordan  has  given  us  two  pages  of  ambigu 
ous  terminology,  so  ambiguous  that  it  would  make  a 
Catholic  out  of  him,  did  he  know  the  meaning  and  the 
purpose  of  his  words,  his  pyramidal  conceit  lands  us 
headforemost  in  this  isolated  and  unproved  period:  "It 
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is  clear  to  the  sensible  American  that  the  religion  of 
Jesus  has  no  necessary  connection  with  Church  or  State." 
No  process  of  logic  apparent  or  otherwise,  is  in  evidence 
to  reach  this  mighty  conclusion.  Mr.  Jordan,  like  the 
Admiral  in  "Pinafore,"  "has  said  it,"  and  "it's  greatly  to 
his  credit."  He  has  consulted  with  the  sensible  Ameri 
cans,  and,  having  a  corner  in  the  market  of  sense  himself, 
we  must  acknowledge  ourselves  wrong  in  believing  that 
common  sense  is  most  uncommon,  and  that  Mr.  Jordan, 
as  a  part  of  speech,  is  a  proper  noun.  One  little  question 
for  what  Goethe  begged  for  on  his  death,  "Light,  more 
light !"  Why  draw  a  distinction  at  all,  then,  Mr.  Jordan, 
between  Church  and  State,  since  you  believe  man  founded 
both?  Such  a  redundancy  makes  us  curious  about  your 
concept  of  a  church,  as  it  begets  anxiety  regarding  your 
definition  of  "religion"'  and  "common  sense" — two  words 
which,  entering  largely  into  your  tract,  you  have  never 
condescended  to  explain. 

"We  may  therefore  say,"  says  this  sensible  guide  of 
sensible  youth,  "that  no  man  can  accept  or  enhance  the 
religion  of  another."  Right  you  are,  Mr.  Jordan;  he 
accepts,  if  he  accepts  at  all,  not  what  is  man's,  but  what  is 
God's,  for  the  purpose  of  religion  is  to  bind  earth  to 
heaven  with  golden  cords  of  love  wrought  above.  If 
you  mean,  however,  by  this  befogged  expression,  that 
one  man  cannot  accept  the  religion  that  another  holds  as 
divine,  you  destroy  the  idea  of  Catholicity  which  has  been 
the  glory  of  the  Church  that  has  begotten  unanimity  of 
faith  in  millions  of  "others"  in  every  age  and  clime,  and 
for  that  doing  stands  a  miracle  that  incites  the  piety  of 
her  own  and  the  admiration  of  the  world  that  would 
discount  or  deny  her  teaching.  If  "Nature  executes 
drones,"  then,  Mr.  Jordan,  you  guard  your  head,  as  bad 
work  is  worse  than  none  at  all. 

"Outside  the  field  of  knowledge  and  of  reason,  outside 
of  science  and  philosophy,  lies  the  belief  in  immortality." 
So  speaks  our  Solon,  in  his  paganism  not  even  equal  to 
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the  declarations  of  Plato  or  Socrates.  We  always  sup 
posed  that  philosophy  gave  the  reason  of  things,  and  one 
of  the  first  arguments  it  gave  the  living  that  curiously 
consulted  its  oracles  was  the  reason  of  the  perpetuity  of 
the  human  life  that  animated  them.  Are  we  to  believe 
that  modern  Protestantism  cannot  religiously  cope  with 
scholarly  paganism?  We  believe,  indeed,  that  there  is 
to  be  a  new  explanation  for  "church"  and  "common 
sense,"  if  we  do  not  feel  insatiate  and  unsatisfied  longings 
and  cannot  prove  to  our  own  satisfaction  their  raison 
d'etre. 

Now,  Mr.  Jordan,  since  you  believe  in  systems  of 
chemistry,  astronomy,  and  of  even  penmanship,  and  as 
you  have  a  school  wherein  to  teach  them,  do  not  think 
that  they  are  foolish  Americans  who  have  systems  of 
religious  principles  and  recognize  the  university  where 
they  are  taught. 

In  conclusion,  the  next  time  you  declare  yourself  in 
print,  annunciate  the  meaning  of  your  terms  so  that  we 
can  logically  proceed  from  the  dictionary  to  the  bible, 
and  not  be  lost  in  a  wilderness  of  words. 


Man's  Puny  Effort  will  Fail 

The  thirty-first  of  the  thirty-nine  articles  of  Elizabeth 
reads:  "Wherefore  the  sacrifices  of  masses,  in  which  it 
was  commonly  said,  that  the  priest  did  offer  Christ  for 
the  quick  and  the  dead,  to  have  remission  of  pain  and 
guilt,  were  blasphemous  fables  and  dangerous  conceits." 

Not  long  after  this  decree,  the  priest  in  saying  mass 
was  pronounced  guilty  of  treason.  Elizabeth  is  dead,  and 
the  sacrament  of  the  altar  lives.  Acts  of  parliaments  have 
passed  away,  but  Christ's  words  never.  Humanity  has 
shown  itself  to  have  more  truth  than  heresy,  and  England 
today  atones  for  her  solicitude  to  propagate  the  truth  of 
God  by  trying  to  forget  bloody  Tyburn  or  devoted  Ire- 
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land.  The  chair  of  Peter  stands,  while  the  throne  of  the 
Tudor  is  treasured  by  the  historian  as  a  curious  relic  up 
to  which  one  time  strutted  the  pompous,  brutal  Henry, 
whose  fly-blown  life  begot  a  fury  of  ^Eschylus  in  the 
person  of  his  unsavory  daughter  Elizabeth.  O  for  the 
pious  (?)  Virgin  Queen  that  decried  the  blasphemy  of  the 
fable!  O  for  the  exquisite  humility  (?)  that  would  have 
no  "conceits" !  O  for  the  religion  (?)  that  attempted  to 
establish  itself  in  the  blood  of  Christian  devotees,  faced 
by  the  rebuking  Christ  who  one  time  ordered  even  out 
raged  zeal  to  return  its  sword  to  its  scabbard! 

In  the  providence  of  God  it  has  so  happened  that  the 
very  Protestantism,  of  which  Elizabeth  was  a  forceful 
patron,  should  after  its  four  hundred  years  of  a  precari 
ous  existence,  have  come  to  London  to  hold  the  wake  of 
its  power  in  the  very  hall  where  Catholicity  (despite 
Protestant  persecution,  teaching  apostacy  by  the  fine 
logic  of  the  rack,  the  thumbscrew  ,and  the  wheel)  came 
to  pronounce  its  undying  vitality,  infallible  authority,  and 
world  domination. 

The  meeting  of  the  Eucharistic  League  was  not  organ 
ized  to  pronounce  the  antithesis  of  Elizabethan  tyrannies 
and  the  immortality  of  Catholic  decrees;  far  different 
was  its  kindly  motive,  which  sought  the  propagation  of 
devotion  to  the  sacramental  Christ ;  but  truth  is  Roman. 
The  old  Roman  sword  cut  both  ways,  and  so  the  league 
has  effected  the  contrast  of  the  present  hour  with  the  past 
day  as  well  as  if  it  was  the  sole  and  only  purpose  of  the 
Eucharistic  meeting.  England  thinks  slowly  but  surely, 
and  her  people  must  argue  that  if  Christianity  in  general 
has  proved  its  divinity  by  outliving  the  earthly  devils  that 
delighted  in  the  name  of  Nero  and  Diocletian,  the  sacred 
Host  must  be  more  than  common  bread — none  else  than 
Christ  Himself — since  it  passed  triumphantly  from  the 
dread  wrath  of  the  fiery  Elizabeth  and  still  lives  to 
silently  and  solemnly  dare  destruction.  The  Eucharistic 
League  was  a  triumphant  entrance  into  England  of  the 
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Blessed  Sacrament  of  the  Altar.  The  Pope,  once  deemed 
anti-Christ,  went  there  in  state  in  his  representative, 
while  seven  other  members  of  his  sacred  college  added 
the  lustre  of  the  Roman  court  to  the  pious  pageant.  The 
meeting  was  an  accentuation  of  the  fact  that  altars,  once 
razed  to  the  ground,  were  again  as  solidly  set  as  the 
mountain  of  Calvary,  of  which  they  were  a  miniature. 

Altar  stones,  placed  at  the  doors  of  churches  to  be 
trampled  under  the  feet  of  men,  were  now  in  honor 
restored  to  their  exalted  station,  whereat  stand  devoted 
priests,  kindred  to  those  who  one  time  were  made  martyrs 
for  the  crime  of  kissing  with  love  their  brother  saints  in 
the  relics  of  the  altar.  All  this  change  has  the  league 
confirmed,  and  all  this  change  signalizes  the  grandeur  of 
the  victory  of  the  quiet,  wordless  Sacrament. 

For  the  last  four  hundred  years  the  history  of  England 
is:  the  history  of  the  Real  Presence,  for  the  principal 
events  have  been  directly  or  indirectly  in  touch  with  the 
Catholic  belief  in  this  fundamental  article  of  faith. 
Generals  have  marshaled  ranks  of  war;  troopers  have 
galloped  to  the  fray;  cannon  have  thundered  for  Bri 
tannia;  musketry  has  rattled,  and  over  all  and  through 
all  the  voices  of  commanders  have  gone  forth  in  anger, 
cheer,  or  guidance,  but  the  Blessed  Sacrament  in  its  mute 
majesty  has  done  more  than  all — it  has  conquered  the 
strength  of  the  strongest,  and  brought  mighty  minds  as 
humble  suppliants  to  its  feet. 

Glory  to  the  Host,  the  Lord  of  hosts!  so  active  in  the 
affairs  of  men  though  so  seemingly  passive,  so  eloquent 
though  so  tongueless,  so  mighty  though  so  weak,  so 
creative  though  apparently  such  a  common  creature,  the 
glory  of  highest  heaven  though  the  willing  prisoner  of 
our  poor,  dark  hearts!  Thou  wilt  be  borne  on  golden 
thrones  under  silken  canopies  when  the  names  of  English 
kings  will  be  as  strange  to  the  ear  as  are  now  the  dynas 
ties  of  Egypt,  and  London  itself  will  have  disappeared 
from  the  map  as  completely  as  ancient  Carthage,  for 


KINDRED   QUEER   THINGS  139 

Thou  art  God,  housed  here  for  a  while  in  our  churches. 


but  whose  dwelling  is  the  eternal  sky. 


Great  Congress  Ends  in  Nothing 

One  of  the  sights  of  London  is  Albert  Hall,  and  one 
of  the  sights  of  the  world  was  that  same  spacious  and 
grand  auditorium,  recently  packed  with  representatives 
of  the  Anglican  Church.  They  came  from  Canada  and 
the  United  States,  from  the  British  Isles  in  the  North, 
and  from  the  West  Indies  in  the  southern  latitudes,  from 
West  and  Central  and  South  Africa,  from  India,  Aus 
tralia,  China  and  Japan;  and  what  conclusion  are  we 
told  to  look  forward  to  with  grateful  hearts  and  lustrous 
hope? 

"Following  on  the  congress,"  says  the  London  Sphere, 
"the  bishops  will  meet  under  the  presidency  of  the  Arch 
bishop  of  Canterbury,  will  pass  resolutions,  and  issue  a 
pastoral  letter  to  the  church,  and  then,"  the  Anglican 
organ  continues,  "this  pastoral  letter  will  have  no  legal 
force." 

Are  the  bishops  of  the  Episcopal  church  beginning  to 
see  that  they  began  in  nothing,  since  they  are  thus  ending 
in  nothing?  When,  in  the  history  of  the  world,  did  Cath 
olic  bishops  come  together  from  the  "uttermost  bounds 
of  the  earth"  and  magnificently  conclude  a  large  nothing? 
What  questions  were  considered  by  these  consecrated 
solons — the  mighty  problems  of  socialism  and  divorce? 
What  did  they  do  against  these  evils — the  one,  a  tiger,  to 
devour  religion  of  every  hue,  and  the  other  such  a 
gigantic  foe  to  the  unity  and  peace  of  homes?  Why, 
these  gentlemen  of  fine  lawn  almost  unanimously  adopted 
the  one,  and  could  do  little  against  the  other. 

We  hardly  believed  our  eyes  when  we  read  that  one 
hundred  and  fifty  archbishops  and  bishops,  a  multitude 
of  minor  clergy,  and  a  vast  and  representative  assemblage 
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of  laymen  from  many  lands  had  only  one  dissenting  voice 
raised  against  Marxian  principles,  while  pleas  for  social 
ism  were  received  with  enthusiasm. 

We  are  fairly  puzzled  to  know  the  meaning  of  it  all. 
We  ask  ourselves  a  variety  of  questions:  Is  it  possible 
that  the  Episcopal  church  would  actually  scuttle  its  ship 
to  escape  the  stampede  of  its  ministers  to  the  Catholic 
haven  of  rest  and  right  and  truth,  by  thus  affiliating 
with  what  is  essentially  infidel  ?  Can  it  be  that  a  church, 
which  has  ever  been  patronized  by  royalty  and  sustained 
by  aristocracy,  could  thus  honestly  feel  and  think  for  the 
proletariat,  who  was  never  welcome  in  his  cotton  to  pews 
where,  perforce,  he  would  brush  against  the  silken  folds 
of  wealth?  Or  is  it  all  a  spasm  of  false  imitation  of  the 
manner  of  our  holy  Church  where  the  poor  were  ever  at 
home  and  found  a  fond  mother  always  ready  "to  weep 
with  them,  tear  for  tear"? 

Perhaps  it  is  that  these  purpled  guides  have  been  so 
long  conscious  of  the  falsity  of  their  own  position  that, 
accustomed  thereto,  their  eyes  have  grown  color-blind 
and  fail  to  see  the  wilfulness  and  malice  of  socialism  or 
of  sin  in  any  guise  ? 

Of  course,  error  and  falsehood,  particularly  in  matters 
of  religion,  will  ever  disclose  themselves  by  their  sym 
pathy  with  vice  in  every  department  of  mind,  and  this 
may  be  one  of  the  lapses  headforemost  into  this  unfor 
tunate  condition.  We  certainly  were  not  prepared,  how 
ever,  for  a  kindred  picture  to  that  in  Richard  III,  where 
the  king  is  presented  sustained  by  two  bishops ;  we  were 
not  quite  ready  to  see  Marx,  in  royal  attire,  shown  by  a 
whole  assemblage  of  dangling  miters. 

It  will  not  do  for  these  wiseacres  to  protest  that 
socialism  in  England  is  not  cognate  to  that  in  other  lands. 
It  is  by  its  legislators  and  leaders,  as  a  unit,  pronounced 
international,  so  much  so  that  one  of  its  best  thinkers  says 
substantially  that  it  would  be  just  as  redundant  to  say 
American  or  English  socialism  as  American  or  English 
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mathematics.  It  is  heart  and  head  atheistical — a  project 
whose  purposes  are  calculated  to  undo  and  supplant 
Christianity.  Its  philosophy  is  that  of  Hegel,  its  faith  is 
in  humanity,  its  hell  is  here  in  the  sorrow  of  poverty,  and 
the  grave  is  its  goal  of  life.  How,  then,  can  a  Christian 
church  lay  claim  to  Christianity  and  yet  forward  the 
designs  of  this  insidious  and  diabolical  enemy  of  Christ, 
His  teaching  and  practice? 

We  believe  that  in  that  same  London  where  Episco- 
palianism  was  born,  it  has  met  its  Nemesis,  and  that  the 
hall  erected  by  Queen  Victoria  as  a  memorial  to  her 
consort  Prince  Albert,  will  serve  alike  to  commemorate 
the  useless  life  and  the  wanton  death  of  the  religion 
founded  in  Henry  VIII's  royal  spite. 

What  a  peculiar  sight  was  presented  to  men  and  angels 
in  this  Pan-Anglican  congress  inveighing  against  divorce 
and  standing  for  the  perpetuity  and  peace  of  marriage, 
with  the  adulterous  shadow  of  Henry  VIII  upon  them — 
a  man  in  whose  lusts  were  begotten  the  tenets  that  made 
"marriage  vows  false  as  dicers'  oaths,"  and  made  of 
sweet  religion  a  mockery  and  a  sham ;  a  man  whose 
gross  brutality  has  so  destroyed  the  name  of  Henry  in 
the  English  list  of  kings  that  we  will  never  have  a 
Henry  IX. 

It  excites  pity  to  hear  the  jeremiads  given  on  the  state 
of  marriage.  Dr.  Gardiner  of  California  confesses  to 
"one  divorce  in  San  Francisco  for  every  six  marriages," 
while  the  whole  congress  had  its  wretched  tales  of  marital 
infidelity  and  homeless  houses. 

How  delightful  to  cross  the  channel  and  reach  a  land 
where  the  Anglical  church  in  years  past  has  plucked  its 
"tithes,"  has  desecrated  Catholic  cathedrals  and  churches, 
and  plundered  what  famine  and  persecution  left  to  the 
impoverished  Irish  race.  There  divorce  is  unknown; 
healthy  and  happy  families'  proclaim  the  people's  belief 
in  the  God  of  truth ;  mutual  and  sanctified  loves  of  father 
and  mother  are  like  Catholic  doctrine — ~f  or  evermore,  for- 
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evermore.  No  wonder  that  Anglicanism  should  be  cursed 
by  divorce,  for  she  herself  is  a  creature  divorced  from 
that  grand  Catholic  faith  that  has  made  England's  best 
history,  and  makes  her  today  interesting  to  the  thought 
ful  and  to  the  stranger. 

We  have  often  been  saddened  at  the  feeble  attempts 
made  by  some  gentle  souls  in  the  Episcopal  church  to 
claim  relationship  with  Catholicity.  They  would  tell  us 
that  their  creed  was  "a  cousin  to  Catholic  faith."  They 
mistake  the  outward  form  for  the  substance.  We  deny 
the  relationship.  Truth  has  no  relatives,  though  many 
friends.  She  stands  alone  in  her  awful  majesty.  She  is 
one — perfect,  mighty  and  jealous. 


"AppletonV'  on  Protestantism 

In  Appleton's  for  August,  there  is  one  of  the  most 
fierce  attacks  upon  Protestantism  that  our  modern  time 
has  ever  witnessed.  The  onslaught  is  presumably  upon 
the  Christian  religion,  but  close  reading  shows  that  the 
author,  none  less  than  the  editor,  eliminates  Catholicity 
altogether.  We  thank  the  editor  for  the  negative  com 
pliment,  supposing  that  he  either  considers  us  as  outside 
the  pale  of  Christendom,  or  not  meriting  the  "deep  dam 
nation"  of  Protestantism's  "taking  off.'"  That  we  are 
not  included  is  evidenced  by  his  declaration — "If  to  be  a 
Christian  one  must  belong  to  a  church,  read  the  bible, 
weigh  and  discuss  religious  matters,  there  are  fewer 
Christians  each  year."  Again  he  says:  "How  can  a 
clergyman  think  great  thoughts  and  do  great  work  who 
must  constantly  agonize  over  the  problem  of  keeping 
his  family  alive  and  clothed  ?" 

These  pronouncements  narrow  Christianity  to  Prot 
estantism  in  particular,  in  this  thoughtful  and  powerful 
review  of  our  time's  wreck-bestrewn  coast. 
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The  most  significant  feature  of  the  article  is  the  calm 
indifference  of  the  writer  to  what  Protestantism  may 
think,  and  what  influence  it  will  have  on  the  popularity 
of  the  magazine.  It  shows  the  consciousness  that  Prot 
estantism  doesn't  think,  for  it  is  a  dead  issue,  and  that 
its  one-time  adherents,  knowing  this,  are  not  going  to 
shed  blood  for  the  sake  of  a  bloodless  corpse.  It  shows 
that  Protestantism  is  only  a  name — mere  stock  in  the 
American  market — else  he  would  never  assail  its  so- 
called  professors  in  the  violent  manner  which  makes  his 
mighty  periods  effective.  Let  it  not  be  supposed,  for 
one  moment,  that  the  writer  is  a  Catholic,  for,  although 
he  pronounces  here  and  there  thoughts  worthy  of  New 
man  regarding  the  follies  of  the  Protestant  faith,  there 
is  sufficient  evidence  to  show  that  he  is  in  no  way  in 
sympathy  with  our  creed. 

Here  are  some  of  the  massive  ideas  that  give  this 
review  of  Protestantism  an  unique  distinction: 

"There  is  a  kind  of  death-agony  hysteria  about  some  of  our 
religious  observances." 

"Plutocracy  and  exclusiveness  are  at  the  opposite  pole  from 
Christianity." 

"Philanthropy  without  religion  is  a  feeble,  fitful  emotion." 

"Religion  won't  die.    The  churches  will." 

"Religion  is  either  good  for  everybody  at  all  times  or  for  no 
body  at  any  time." 

The  editorial  is  a  preface  to  a  series  by  Dr.  Aked, 
whose  first  article  appears  in  the  same  number.  His 
reverence  has  his  face  to  the  "weeping  wall,"  and  his 
back  to  the  past  of  Protestantism,  which  one  time  made 
a  great  show  on  dress  parade,  but  proved  worthless  in 
actual  warfare  with  science.  Here  is  a  period  from  Dr. 
Aked,  showing  how  far  from  divinity  his  creed  is — how 
it  began  with  men  and  vainly  cries  to  men  for  support, 
the  while  it  is  tottering  to  its  fall : 

"And  yet  he  found  a  gleam  of  hope  that  men  and  women, 
neither  divines  nor  philosophers,  might  set  themselves  to  solve 
the  problems  of  religion  and  duty  as  they  did  at  the  Reformation." 
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This  is  an  extract  from  Froude  to  which  the  Doctor 
gives  his  amen. 

So  divinity  and  philosophy  were  not  in  the  Reforma 
tion,  Doctor,  and  the  hope  of  Protestantism  now  consists 
in  the  world  eschewing  the  great  guidance  of  theology 
and  philosophy — without  the  one  heaven  remaining  un 
knowable,  as  without  the  other  earth  becomes  still  more 
and  more  an  unsolved  puzzle.  Paganism  honored  the 
philosopher.  And  without  the  science  of  God  Christi 
anity  would  be  inexplicable.  Protestantism  wants  neither, 
and  that  it  had  neither  in  the  Reformation  is  plainly 
manifest  in  the  "deformation"  it  has  made  of  the  world 
today.  Protestantism  believes,  evidently,  it  would  look 
well  in  the  dark.  Protestantism  is  an  incubus  on  the 
conscience  of  men,  who  in  despair  lull  themselves  into 
indifference  by  following  the  maxim,  "Better  bear  the 
ills  we  have  than  fly  to  those  we  know  not  of."  If  there 
be  one  thing  that  science  is  to  be  thanked  for  it  is  for 
undoing  the  sham  called  Protestantism.  The  inconsist 
ency  and  illogical  character  of  this  headless  monstrosity 
presuming  to  guide  men  to  the  skies,  while  it  stands  on 
the  earth  and  its  mud,  has  been  exploded  by  the  march 
of  the  modern  mind.  Catholicity  alone  can  stand  the 
shock  of  every  new  idea  dug  from  the  mine  of  thought, 
because  God  made  it  and  fashioned  it  so  beautifully  and 
proportionately  that  assault  only  proves  its  strength,  its 
durability,  and  its  adaptiveness  to  every  intellectual 
development. 

Man's  work  like  man's  self  withers,  but  principles  are 
eternal.  Principles  come  out  from  God  and  beckon  men 
back  to  God.  They  need  no  human  patching,  for  man 
cannot  perfect  the  divine.  Catholicity  calls  the  attempt 
a  blasphemy. 

Rightly  does  the  editor  of  Appleton's  speak,  when  he 
says  that  bible  reading  and  weighing  and  discussing 
religious  subjects  have  proved  the  undoing  of  Protest 
antism. 
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The  Catholic  Church,  with  all  the  power  of  the  infinite 
Christ,  with  a  heavenfull  of  wisdom,  teaches  men  and 
there  are  in  glory  today  vast  multitudes  who  could  not 
read  but  heard  the  wise  teacher  of  the  generations  and 
have  therefor  received  their  golden  chaplets  in  God's 
kingdom.  Life  is  too  short  to  be  eternally  discussing 
God,  but  just  barely  sufficient  to  give  us  time  to  fall  down 
and  adore  Him;  too  short  to  be  everlastingly  jarring 
about  Christ's  beautiful  truths,  but  enough  to  embody 
them  in  our  lives,  as  His  divine  proxy,  the  Church,  be 
stows  them  upon  our  grateful  and  devoted  minds. 

As  Plato  and  Aristotle  in  philosophy,  as  Michael 
Angelo  and  Da  Vinci  in  art,  as  Copernicus  and  the  rest 
in  science,  established  only  one  peculiar  school,  to  whose 
scholars  they  gave  all  their  principles,  so  Christ  founded 
His  school  whose  scholars  are  Christians,  whose  prin 
ciples  are  Christianity.  This  school  is  one,  for  never  yet 
was  master-mind  contradictory  to  itself  in  establishing 
two  or  twenty-two,  and  this  school  is  the  Catholic 
Church  that  has  been  buffeted  by  the  ages,  and  will  dare 
to  fight  falsehood  and  wrong  forevermore. 


An  "Encyclical"  which  is  a  Dehorned  Bull 

As  a  sequence  to  the  Pan-Anglican  Congress,  the 
Lambeth  Conference  of  Bishops  has  testified  before  the 
bar  of  history  its  utter  incapacity  to  cope  with  the  reli 
gious  problems  of  the  day.  The  pitiable  sight  of  seeing 
so  many  unauthorized  and  unhallowed  mitres  shifting 
purposelessly  about,  ended  in  a  wretched  expression,  mis 
named  an  "encyclical,"  but,  as  it  has  neither  legal  point 
nor  force,  would  be  more  aptly  called  a  dehorned  "bull." 
The  dignitaries'  dear  robes  are  in  strange  contrast  to 
their  cheap  thoughts  embodied  in  apologies  and  confes 
sions  of  weakness;  their  bejeweled  crowns  a  quaint 
mockery  of  heads  that  dare  not  command.  The  Lambeth 
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Congress  has  unintentionally  proclaimed  to  the  world  the 
fact  that  the  bishops  of  the  Episcopalian  Church  make 
as  unique  a  dunciad  as  those  of  whom  Pope  sings,  who 
enjoyed 

"Snip-snap  short,  and  interruption  smart, 
And  demonstration  thin,  and  theses  thick, 
And  major,  minor  and  conclusion  quick." 

Were  the  world  logical,  it  would  naturally  ask  the 
Episcopal  church,  after  its  fiasco  in  treating  marriage 
and  divorce,  What  are  you  for?  Whence  do  you  come? 
Why  "cumbereth  the  ground"?  If  the  Anglican  church 
were  from  God,  it  could  do  the  work  of  God  and  it  would 
not  be  a  mixture  as  incongruous  as  the  contents  of  the 
pot  which  the  witches  mixed  in  the  pit  of  Acheron. 

"We  are  aware,"  say  these  spiritual  guides,  "that  upon 
some  of  the  questions  which  have  been  raised  on  the 
subject  of  marriage,  we  are  speaking  with  less  decision 
than  may  be  expected,  and  that  there  are  questions  with 
regard  to  which  we  fail  altogether  to  give  such  guidance 
as  in  some  parts  of  our  communion  is  greatly  needed." 
So  the  guide  with  all  his  trappings  has  no  guidance  to 
give.  "What  was  it  made  for?"  cried  Hodge  in  the 
poem,  after  he  had  been  hoodwinked  into  buying  a  razor 
blunt  as  an  oyster  shell.  "Made,"  said  the  fellow  with  a 
smile,  "to  sell."  And  so  can  his  Lordship  of  York  and 
of  Canterbury  and  of  the  rest  of  the  snuggeries  say  their 
benefices  are  made  not  to  cut  any  high  purpose,  but  "to 
sell." 

Are  we  to  believe  that  a  world-gathering  of  bishops  of 
a  church  whose  failure  in  a  matter  of  principle  is  set  up 
by  themselves  in  cold  type,  came  from  the  Christ  whose 
principles  are  perfect  because  divine?  Blind  guides  are 
not  the  pupils  or  proxies  of  the  Light,  whose  steady  radi 
ance  illumines  mind  and  soul.  If  guidance  is  greatly 
needed  and  the  Episcopalian  church  cannot  give  it,  to 
whom  will  its  members  go  for  light  and  life  but  to  that 
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Church  which  can,  and  which  never  balks  at  any  high  or 
holy  purpose,  which  has  no  excuses  to  give,  but  unerring 
counsel  to  bestow,  which  came  out  from  God  and  has 
eyes  to  see  its  way  heavenward? 

There  is  something  pathetic  in  the  reason  the  confer 
ence  gives  for  its  want  of  power.  It  says  substantially 
that  the  conditions  and  the  canons  of  the  churches  repre 
sented  in  the  gathering  are  different,  and  ergo.  Alas  and 
alack !  Could  there  be  anything  more  different  than  the 
conditions  of  the  Catholic  Church — and  yet  in  principle 
unity  marks  her  everywhere.  And  if  the  canons  militate 
against  right,  are  the  canons  to  be  respected  instead  of 
God's  law?  Or  is  the  Pan- Anglican  a  Pantheon?  Is 
there  one  God  for  India,  another  for  America,  another 
for  England?  Has  truth  itself  a  different  skin  in  the 
tropics  from  the  face  it  wears  under  northern  skies,  or  is 
principle  to  be  graded  by  the  thermometer  and  appor 
tioned  with  an  eye  to  the  climate? 

The  ridiculous  proviso  referable  to  the  "innocent 
party"  in  a  divorce  suit  shows  how  falsehood  limps. 
The  "innocent  party"  can  marry  again  and  can  get  the 
blessing  of  the  minister,  etc.  Now,  if  the  court  cannot 
dissolve  what  God  has  joined,  how  can  the  "innocent 
party"  marry  again?  Has  the  "innocent  party"  the  right 
to  damn  himself ;  to  go  to  hell  with  the  card  of  the  Epis 
copal  church ;  to  do  under  the  apparent  sanction  of  law 
the  sin  that  occasioned  divorce?  Here  is  a  church  that 
proves  falsehood  to  be  fathered  by  Satan,  for  it  applauds 
innocence  and  quickly  sends  it  rejoicing  on  its  way  to 
guilt. 

The  conferences'  conception  of  the  material  elements 
of  holy  communion  is  certainly  a  revelation  of  the  human 
origin  of  the  Church  of  England.  In  case  of  necessity, 
cocoa  milk  is  permitted  to  be  used  instead  of  wine  for 
the  sacrament,  but  it  subjoins  the  "deviation  from  the 
custom  of  the  church"  should  be  restricted  by  absolute 
necessity.  So  the  institution  of  the  sacraments  is  made 
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by  "the  church,"  and  not  by  Christ!  This  is  news, 
indeed!  We  had  always  believed  that  Christ,  who 
founded  the  Church,  instituted  the  sacraments,  and  that 
while  He  could  redeem  the  world  with  the  wish  of  His 
mind,  He  could  not  found  the  sacraments  without  shed 
ding  the  last  drop  of  His  life's  crimson  tide.  We  have 
ever  been  taught  that  since  the  price  was  divine  that  He 
paid  for  the  sacraments,  our  love  for  them  should  be 
very  dear.  Now  the  English  gentlemen  of  the  lawn 
forget  what  our  smallest  Catholic  child  notes,  and  prate 
of  the  "custom  of  the  church"  instead  of  declaring  for 
the  Christ  from  whose  pierced  side  they  came,  as  from 
the  door  of  His  great  heart  divine. 

That  the  conference  gives  an  argument  against  Mod 
ernism  and  stands  for  the  facts  of  the  creed,  is  to  its 
credit,  but  we  must  remember  that  no  lie  would  stand 
if  it  had  not  a  veneering  of  veracity,  and  that  Episco- 
palianism  is  the  most  conceited  and  swaggering  form  of 
denial  of  Christ  and  His  truth.  Some  one  has  said  that 
half  a  lie  is  the  worst  kind,  and  Episcopalianism  is  the 
worst  kind,  as  it  has  Catholic  forms  without  the  substance 
— egg  shells  without  meat. 

Christ  is  all  truth  and  His  Church  is  the  same.  There 
is  no  cowardly  consideration  of  the  expectation  of  others 
in  its  declarations — no  vague  guesses,  but  absolute  cer 
tainties  ;  no  mixing  or  mincing  of  questions,  but  a  force 
that  voices  itself  so  powerfully  that  men  who  do  not  love 
its  music  call  it  tyranny. 

We  have  always  wondered  at  the  imprudence  of  the 
Episcopal  church  parading  its  contradictions  and  con 
trarieties  in  a  congress.  The  powers  have  met,  however, 
and  instead  of  eyes  there  was  a  great  display  of  binocles ; 
instead  of  royal  power,  we  had  ecclesiastical  millinery; 
instead  of  truths,  befogged  vagaries;  instead  of  laws, 
permissions  to  go  and  do  what  you  please ;  instead  of  yes 
or  no,  miserable  compromises ;  instead  of  living  energies 
in  a  stately  temple,  inertness  that  would  befit  a  morgue. 
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Hell 

Washington  was  lately  treated  through  the  Post,  to  a 
symposium  on  the  future  punishment  of  sinners,  and  we 
can  understand  how  Protestantism  has  laid  the  axe  to  the 
root  of  fundamental  Christian  truths  when  we  consider 
that  two  of  six  ministers  confessed  that  they  had  never 
preached  on  hell,  and  the  other  four  had  modified  views 
of  Origen,  who  held  that  damnation  would  sometime  end. 
Rev.  Dr.  Woodrow,  a  Congregationalist,  and  Rev.  Mr. 
Nelms,  an  Episcopalian,  were  the  gentlemen  who  adopted 
the  policy  of  silence.  Now,  if  they  would  eliminate 
heaven  from  their  skies  they  would  have  that  infidelity 
for  which  heresy  ever  furnishes  a  premise.  Of  course, 
our  fine  lady,  cushioned  in  a  comfortable  pew,  does  not 
want  to  be  disturbed  by  even  a  fanciful  smell  of  brim 
stone,  and  so  the  gentleman  in  the  pulpit  accommodated 
himself  to  his  genial  environment  and  forgot  all  about 
themes  that  the  pens  of  classical  and  Christian  writers 
alike  have  ever  trembled  in  discussing.  Madame  ar 
ranges  her  doctrine  as  often  as  she  fits  the  varying  styles 
and  monsieur,  tired  of  explaining  away  the  meaning  of 
scripture,  now  adopts  the  easier  plan  of  tearing  out  its 
pages.  What  a  somersault  from  the  rigors  of  Puritan 
ism!  "Variety  is  the  spice  of  life,"  however,  and  pew 
and  pulpit  must  have  both  their  day  and  their  doctrine 
flavored  with  extracts  from  their  many  humors.  The 
Proteus  of  fable  is  not  a  compeer  to  the  mutability  of 
the  ways  and  means  that  heresy  adopts  for  supplying  its 
votaries  with  novelties.  Perhaps  tomorrow  hell  will  be 
a  fad,  but  today  it  has  ceased  to  exist,  because  heresy  has 
failed  to  remember. 

The  ancients  believed  in  the  existence  of  hell.  Virgil 
sings  of  Tartarus,  as  did  Homer  his  master,  and  Lucre 
tius  groans  in  a  line  which  proclaims  "a  fire  extinguish- 
able  never." 
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In  the  old  testament  the  prophet  Daniel  writes  of  those 
who  "sleep  in  the  dust  of  the  earth"  and  who  "shall 
awake,  some  to  eternal  life,  and  some  to  shame  and  ever 
lasting  contempt." 

Our  dear  Lord  Himself  places  the  existence  of  hell 
beyond  cavil  or  dispute  by  giving  the  very  words  of  con 
demnation  to  be  launched  at  the  terrified  reprobate. 
Must  we  believe  that  our  Lord  was  sincere  when  He  gives 
us  words  descriptive  of  the  glory  He  has  reserved  for  the 
blessed,  and  was  merely  turning  a  rhetorical  period  when 
He  fires  us  with  the  dread  of  the  opposite  shame  ? 

That  hell  is,  is  an  article  of  faith,  and  we  with  Christ 
and  His  apostles  and  the  Christian  generations  cry  out 
"Credo!"  We  believe  that  as  vice  and  virtue  are  con 
trary  to  one  another,  so  to  deny  hell  would  be  to  undo 
heaven ;  for  if  our  feeble  piety  merits  the  one,  our  deeds, 
poor  though  they  be,  should  in  their  malice  and  in  their 
enormity,  if  we  consider  the  God  whom  they  combat, 
deserve  everlasting  punishment.  "The  great  mystery," 
says  Cardinal  Newman,  "is  not  that  evil  should  have  no 
end,  but  that  it  had  a  beginning." 

The  terrors  of  hell  are  many,  but  the  first  and  worst  is 
the  loss  of  God.  We  cannot  conceive  this  loss,  for  we 
have  nothing  around  and  about  us  here  on  earth  from 
which  to  date  a  thought.  We  see  the  orchard  bowing 
reverently  to  the  God  who  loaded  with  fruit  and  frag 
rance  its  bending  branches;  we  behold  the  flower  open 
ing  its  mouth  to  breathe  its  fragrance  as  incense  in  the 
presence  of  Providence;  we  witness  glory  in  the  ocean, 
as  it  spreads  to  the  distant  horizon;  majesty  in  the 
cataract,  and  sublime  conservatism  in  the  bejeweled 
night;  we  see  man,  indeed  the  most  foolish  of  the 
Creator's  beings,  yet  guarded  by  an  angel  and  illumined 
with  a  hope, — in  hell  God  is  not,  save  in  His  wrath,  but 
terrible  thought  the  devil  is,  the  devil  who  so  slyly  hid 
himself  from  view  here  but  is  there  all  revealed  in  his 
hideous  deformity  and  his  mighty  torturing  power.  To 
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look  upon  hate,  and  to  intensely  remember  Christ's  love 
is  a  condition  so  frightful  that  earth  in  its  darkest  terror 
could  not  furnish  even  a  fancy.  The  fire  of  hell  and  its 
horrible  companionship  are  summer  compared  to  the 
wintry  idea  of  an  absent  God. 

If  nature  abhors  a  vacuum,  so  does  the  soul,  the  awful 
emptiness  outside  divine  Providence  and  His  ever-cheer 
ing  care. 

Our  reverend  friends,  outside  of  hell,  should  make  sure 
of  their  position  forever  by  not  denying  its  existence,  but 
nullifying  it  in  a  faithful  and  virtuous  life  here.  We 
would  remind  them  that,  if  they  close  the  scriptures,  the 
best  literature  is  devoted  to  the  theme,  for  Dante  meas 
ured  the  devil  and  was  pointed  out  by  the  Florentines  as 
the  "man  who  was  in  hell,"  and  Milton  has  in  his  sublime 
verse  Satan  "floating  many  a  rood." 

God  does  not  want  to  damn  anyone ;  on  the  contrary, 
He,  unsought,  gave  us  life  to  be  an  immortal  joy;  His 
love  sighs  for  our  salvation ;  He  is  more  anxious  to  give 
us  heaven  than  we  are  to  receive  it;  He  could  do  no 
more  for  His  vineyard  than  He  has  done;  if  a  man  is 
lost,  it  is  because  He  was  perverse  with  everlasting  Love, 
as,  if  he  is  saved,  it  is  because  of  the  poor  dross  of  his 
deeds  converted  into  gold  by  grace  that  will  pass  him 
through  the  gates  of  everlasting  glory. 


More  About  that  Lutheran  Letter 

The  more  one  considers  that  essay  of  Messrs.  Schoen- 
feld  and  Walker  anent  the  president's  letter  on  bigotry, 
the  more  one  wonders  that  the  gentlemen  could  have  so 
boldly  exposed  their  ignorance  concerning  the  matters 
of  which  they  write. 

For  instance,  they  assert  that  Catholicity  bears  with 
the  "separation  of  Church  and  State,  full  religious 
liberty,  freedom  of  conscience,  of  speech  and  of  the 
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press,"  only  so  long  as  this  state  of  affairs  cannot  be 
remedied.  We  never  held  this  doctrine,  and  we  supposed 
that  our  faith  was  kindred  to  the  millions  of  our 
brethren;  we  never  saw  an  argument  advanced  for  this 
odd  position,  and  we  have  read  considerably  the  works 
of  our  Catholic  authors,  so  we  hurried  to  the  authorities 
quoted  by  our  Lutheran  conference  with  the  same  gusto 
as  we  would  betake  ourselves  to  grand  opera  or  a  base 
ball  game. 

We  began  with  modern  times,  for  we  believe  that  the 
papacy  of  today  covers  current  Catholic  procedures  in 
the  same  manner  in  which  Pope  Boniface  treated  the 
exigencies  of  his  years,  or  St.  Peter  the  questions  of 
Caesar.  The  truth  of  any  man's  contention  is  to  be 
doubted  if  he  goes  far  away  from  home  for  data,  for  as  a 
friend  would  say:  "Sure,  you  might  as  well  believe  him 
as  look  for  proofs.  You  could  go  to  Europe  for  what 
it  would  cost  you  to  follow  him."  Luckily  we  have  to 
hand  Leo  XIII's  encyclicals  and  are  curious  to  see  how 
they  fortify  the  position  of  Luther's  doughty  knights. 
We  open  the  pages  on  "The  Christian  Constitution  of 
States"  and  "Human  Liberty,"  which,  by  the  way,  make 
a  strange  antithesis  to  Luther's  demand  to  give  allegiance 
only  to  a  king  who  is  a  saint,  and  to  his  condemned 
proposition  on  man's  "slave  will." 

We  have  in  "Immortale  Dei"  no  uncertain  voice  about 
fanciful  conditions,  but  a  positive  chapter  on  existing 
facts.  The  Holy  Father's  wisdom  anticipated  our  New 
York  Lutherans,  as  he  begins  his  ever  lucid  treatment  of 
the  Constitution  of  States  by  referring  to  "the  hackneyed 
reproach"  that  began  with  the  early  Christians  who  were 
deemed  "enemies  of  the  empire."  After  discussing  the 
fact  that,  as  St.  Paul  has  it,  "All  power  is  from  God," 
Leo  XIII  declares  that,  "to  despise  legitimate  authority, 
in  whomsoever  vested,  is  unlawful,  as  a  rebellion  against 
the  Divine  will,  and  whosoever  resists  that  rushes  blindly 
to  destruction."  We  fail  to  see  much  comfort  in  this  for 
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our  Lutheran  defamers.  The  Holy  Father  continues: 
"We  are  bound  absolutely  to  worship  God  in  that  way 
which  He  has  shown  to  be  His  will."  Will  the  Evangeli 
cal  Lutheran  Conference  combat  this  idea?  "And  just 
as  the  end  at  which  the  Church  aims,  is  by  far  the  noblest 
of  ends,  so  is  its  authority  the  most  exalted  of  all  au 
thority,  nor  can  it  be  looked  upon  as  inferior  to  the  civil 
power,  or  in  any  manner  dependent  upon  it."  Would 
the  disciples  of  Luther  have  Caesar  the  master  of  Christ? 
"Whatever,  therefore,  in  things  human  is  of  sacred 
character,  whatever  refers  to  the  salvation  of  souls  or  to 
the  worship  of  God  is  subject  to  the  power  and  judg 
ment  of  the  Church.  Whatever  is  to  be  ranged  under  the 
civil  and  political  order  is  rightly  subject  to  the  civil 
authority."  Is  there  anything  in  this  that  would  fain 
kill  our  constitution? 

We  have,  however,  sufficiently  violated  the  first  rule  of 
logic  that  would  give  our  Lutheran  neighbors  the  "burden 
of  proof,"  and  so  we  will  pass  on  to  "Liberty,"  as  Leo 
XIII  held  it  and  taught  it,  as  an  objection  to  our  fidelity 
to  our  country.  Just  one  quotation  will  be  as  good  as 
fifty,  since  its  wisdom  will  suggest  many:  "Therefore 
the  nature  of  human  liberty,  however  it  be  considered, 
whether  in  individuals  or  society,  whether  in  those  who 
command  or  in  those  who  obey,  supposes  the  necessity 
of  obedience  to  some  supreme  and  eternal  law,  which  is 
no  other  than  the  authority  of  God,  commanding  good 
and  forbidding  evil." 

"In  the  brave  days  of  old,"  it  was  the  custom  to  give 
the  exact  words  or  periods  used  against  an  adversary, 
from  which  to  deduce  rightly  his  principles,  but  our 
learned  Lutherans  have  relegated  as  ancient  this  manner 
of  argumentation.  They  condescend  to  give  only  the 
page  in  which  you  can  look  for  the  extract  in  the  same 
degree  in  which  you  chase  after  the  sense  of  their  deduc 
tions.  We  ought  to  be  thankful  that  we  are  not  referred 
to  a  library! 
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Do  Lutherans  forget  who  first  wrote  the  dictum  that 
has  always  been  considered  essentially  Protestant,  "Cujus 
est  regio  illius  est  religio"?  If  the  unification  of  region 
and  religion  is  not  union  of  Church  and  State,  what  is  it  ? 

Regarding  Cardinal  Gibbons  being  an  enemy  to  our 
institutions,  he  and  his  teachings  are  well  known  to 
embody  the  dictum  of  St.  Thomas  he  loves  so  well,  "My 
God  first,  country  second,  and  self  last."  His  teachings 
are  exactly  as  the  teaching  of  the  Pope  whose  office  it  is 
possible  he  may  some  day  fill.  Would  it  not  be  superb, 
brethren  of  the  conference,  to  have  an  American  Pope 
and  a  Catholic  president  of  these  United  States? 


Anti-Catholic  and  Anti-American  Sentiments 

How  dull  as  stale  ditch  water  these  stupid  Lutherans 
be!  Lately  when  their  New  York  Conference  published 
their  penal  enactments,  disqualifying  Catholics  from 
holding  office  in  these  United  States,  they  showed  how 
far  were  their  minds  from  Washington's  patriotism  and 
their  souls  from  Christ's  charity,  without  which  religion 
ib  "a  rhapsody  of  words."  Their  clumsiness  would  have 
been  saved  from  exhibition  to  a  gaping  world  had  they 
read  the  pronunciamento  of  the  Holy  Father,  given  to 
the  Archbishop  of  Buenos  Ayres  on  the  8th  of  Novem 
ber,  just  a  week  before  their  diatribe  manifested  their 
narrowness. 

"The  Church,"  said  His  Holiness,  "will  always  defend 
the  constituted  authorities,  laying  down  the  law  of  love, 
obedience,  respect,  observance  of  the  statutes,  in  order 
that  the  State  may  be  able  to  provide  for  the  maintenance 
of  peace." 

These  wiseacres  need  not  go  quite  so  far  as  Rome  to 
know  how  we  thought  on  the  question  of  allegiance  to 
lawfully-appointed  State  power;  any  catechising  of  the 
multitude  of  Catholic  children  who  pass  their  doors  every 
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day  would  reveal  the  ignorance,  maliciously  cherished,  of 
the  Lutheran  fathers.  Under  the  head  of  the  fourth 
commandment  the  question  is  asked,  "Are  we  bound  to 
honor  and  obey  others  than  our  parents  ?  Answer :  We 
are  bound  to  give  honor  and  obedience  to  our  bishops, 
pastors,  magistrates,  teachers  and  other  lawful  superiors." 
And  this,  gentlemen  of  the  Conference,  is  a  little  com 
pendium  of  doctrine,  compiled  by  the  fathers  of  the 
Council  of  Baltimore,  none  other  than  these  members  of 
the  hierarchy  who,  according  to  you,  hold  different  tenets 
from  these  entertained  by  our  people  regarding  allegiance 
to  secular  authority — and,  moreover,  approved  by  the 
Holy  Father,  whom  you  would  have  commanding  mental 
reservation  in  our  obedience  to  civil  power. 

And  now  we  have  the  Presbyterians  of  New  York 
saying  "Well  done"  to  their  Lutheran  neighbors  in  pro 
testing  that  Catholics  who  owe  allegiance  "first  to  the 
Pope  and  then  to  the  people"  are  unfit  for  office  under 
the  Stars  and  Stripes.  The  next  thing  we  will  hear  is 
that  the  man  who  owes  allegiance  to  his  God  will  be  an 
unfit  subject  of  the  republic.  The  Pope  would  be  the  first 
to  counsel  true  patriotism,  and  the  last  to  receive  an 
expression  from  our  hearts  and  heads  that  would  subtract 
from  love  of  country. 

And  here  comes  an  editorial  from  the  United  Presby 
terian  of  Pittsburg  with  a  little  clause  bracketed  on  the 
top  of  the  column:  "Nov.  22d,  day  of  prayer  for  tem 
perance."  Because  of  its  proximity,  here,  thought  we, 
will  be  a  cool  discussion  of  "Roman  Catholic  Political 
Aspirations,"  cold  in  a  zero  temperature  of  Fahrenheit, 
with  plenty  of  mental  ozone,  and  no  tropical  microbes 
infesting  intellectuality.  Alas,  our  temperature  has 
risen!  The  editor  lashes  himself  into  intemperance  with 
a  little  whip  called  "if,"  and  a  knot  on  it  named  "per 
haps,"  and  forthwith  proceeds  to  lecture  the  Pope  on 
proprieties  and  ends  with  only  a  hope  that  Taft  will  not 
compromise  the  dignity  of  his  office.  Pity  the  editor  is 
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not  a  sufficiently  important  boy  for  Taft  to  put  him 
across  his  knee  and  the  Pope  to  switch  him  for  his  bad 
manners  and  utter  want  of  brains. 

"The  present  Pope,"  says  this  little  disjointed  editor 
of  the  United  Presbyterian,  "has  violated  all  proprieties, 
if  he  sent  a  message  of  congratulations  on  the  result  of  a 
political  election  in  the  United  States."  How  is  that  for 
logic  to  sustain  his  position  that  the  Pope,  by  congratula 
tions,  disrespects  civil  in  his  desire  for  temporal  power! 
The  poor  little  brain  could  only  see  one  small  thing  at  a 
time,  and  could  never  notice  the  relation  of  ideas;  and 
so,  in  his  desire  to  pick  a  flaw  in  Papal  manners,  forgot 
that  he  was  producing  an  argument  in  favor  of  the  Pope 
and  against  his  own  contention. 

The  Chicago  Interior  of  the  I2th  November  has  this 
little  bon-mot  for  the  world's  table,  for  which,  to  cook 
odd  dishes,  so  many  heretical  fires  have  lately  burned: 
"The  Catholic  Church  holds  its  lay  people  down  to 
mediocre  levels  in  order  to  insure  unquestioned  priestly 
control,"  and  this  the  editor  submits  as  a  reason  why 
Archbishop  Ireland's  dream  of  a  Catholic  president  can 
never  be  realized,  as  there  is  no  Catholic  layman  suffi 
ciently  educated  to  fill  the  position  of  chief  executive. 

"O  temporal  O  mores!"  Is  it  possible  that  any  man 
with  the  commonest  idea  of  what  constitutes  reverence 
would  believe  that  it  would  be  helped  by  ignorance? 
Reverence  is  a  virtue,  and  knowledge  is  its  light.  A 
logical  sequence  to  such  a  declaration  would  be:  Don't 
learn  God  so  that  you  may  adore  Him  better.  Adoration 
is  the  summit  of  reverence,  and,  according  to  the  In 
terior,  they  respect  most  who  are  most  ignorant.  Would 
our  friend  point  to  the  page  and  principle  of  Catholic 
teaching  justifying  such  a  monstrous  assertion?  Would 
one  not  think  that  the  author  of  the  dictum,  "Sin 
bravely!"  Luther  himself,  had  resumed  his  dear  cor- 
pusculum  and  had  spoken  the  word,  "the  Church  holds 
its  lay  people  down"'?  This  clumsy  lie,  spoken  in  the 
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face  of  the  fact  of  our  colleges  having  more  students 
than  our  seminaries;  our  schools  ofttimes  built  before 
our  temples  are  raised,  and  our  support  of  both  parochial 
and  State  schools  by  the  poorest  people,  bespeaking 
transcending  love  for  education.  No,  Mr.  Interior,  the 
brightest  minds  in  this  land  of  ours  are  not  in  the  pulpit 
but  in  the  pew,  and  reverence  for  the  priest  is  not  incul 
cated  at  the  expense  of  knowledge,  for  he  is  venerated 
not  because  of  his  qualities  but  for  his  authority. 

Other  times  with  their  queer  problems  must  be  difficult 
to  be  understood  by  men  who  will  not  read  aright  the 
facts  of  the  living  hour.  Pope  Boniface  certainly  must 
be  a  puzzle,  when  Cardinal  Gibbons's  simple  truth  is  a 
mystery.  The  syllabus  of  Pius  IX  must  be  manufac 
tured  into  an  enigma,  and  presto !  the  thing  is  done  with 
an  extract  taken  from  its  composite  sense. 

And  what  do  the  wild  words  of  our  benighted  brethren 
mean?  They  clearly  indicate  a  dying  Protestantism, 
splurging  aimlessly  about  with  force  and  purpose  gone — 
a  mere  muscular  energy,  like  some  inanimate  thing  arti 
ficially  agitated  by  electricity. 


The  Church  and  the  Constitution 

Have  our  Lutheran,  Presbyterian  and  Baptist  friends 
read  Bourke  Cockran  at  the  Missionary  Congress  of 
Chicago,  answering  their  reflections  upon  the  character 
of  our  principles  as  traitorous  to  the  American  constitu 
tion?  "No,  Church  and  State  cannot  be  separated — never 
as  long  as  democratic  governments  are  relied  upon  to 
rule  men.  It  is  true  that  their  organizations  may  be 
separated,  but  they  are  inherently  inseparable  and  inter 
dependent.  It  is  true  that  the  State  need  no  longer  sup 
port  the  Church,  but  under  democratic  government,  the 
Church  must  ever  be  the  mainstay  of  the  State." 
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Perhaps  the  great  reason  of  Luther  &  Co.'s  mad  pro 
nouncement  was  that  they  are  conscious  of  disintegration, 
and  saw  that  they  no  longer  can  help  either  themselves 
or  anyone  else,  and  that  their  envious  fury  resurrected 
wit  enough  to  recognize  the  Catholic  Church  as  the  only 
preserver  of  the  republic,  as  it  is  the  "salt  of  the  earth." 
By  the  way,  is  Bourke  Cockran  a  sample  of  the  laymen 
that,  according  to  the  Chicago  Interior,  the  Church  keeps 
down? 

"Lie!  lie!  lie!  and  some  of  it  will  stick!"  was  Vol 
taire's  dictum,  and  so  Protestantism  has  so  long  assailed 
our  truth  and  dignity  that  some  of  our  people  have 
unwittingly  become  apologists  for  their  religion  as  it 
regards  the  welfare  and  progress  of  the  State. 

With  the  thought  of  those  who  travel  with  hat  in  hand, 
contrasted  to  Cockran's  triumphant  spirit,  we  return  to 
the  consideration  of  the  blessed  work  of  our  faith  with 
tenderness  as  well  as  with  pride  and  glory. 

Heresy  is  heresy  everywhere;  a  thing  cannot  be  false 
in  religion  and  true  in  the  State,  or  vice  versa.  False 
hood,  like  the  devil,  never  did  anything  for  men  or 
nations,  but  damn  them,  never  built  states  or  perpetuated 
them.  The  secular  history  of  the  modern  world  is  the 
history  of  theft  from  truth.  The  reformers  began  by 
stealing  our  churches,  end  in  appropriating  our  ideas, 
and  so  they  call  the  constitution  their  work — a  constitu 
tion  which  is  essentially  the  outcome  of  the  sacred  scrip 
tures,  owned  and  guarded  by  the  Catholic  Church  from 
the  intellectual  savages  of  every  age — a  constitution,  the 
sequence  of  the  teaching  of  the  Catholic  Church  which 
ever  showed  equal  rights  to  all  men,  and  proved  her  pro 
fessions  by  giving  equally  to  all  the  richest  gifts  heaven 
ever  gave  earth:  the  sacraments  of  the  Church  bought 
by  the  life  blood  of  Christ.  Catholic  ingenuity  could  not 
make  a  better  government  than  this,  as  far  as  principles 
are  concerned,  and  so  our  first  best  aim  is  to  perpetuate 
the  system  that  Catholic  thought  parented. 
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It  may  be  set  forth  that  Protestants  were  largely  the 
f ramers  of  the  constitution.  This  does  not  interfere  with 
our  argument,  for  Protestant  poets  have  written  glorious 
Catholic  verses.  Could  Thompson  excel  Byron  in  the 
sweetness  and  tenderness  of  the  "Ave  Maria"?  We 
speak  of  ideas  as  agencies  in  our  government's  construc 
tion,  and  not  of  men.  There  is  not  a  thought  therein  that 
is  not  Catholic,  with  a  Catholic  history  all  its  own.  In 
the  massing  of  states  and  the  solidarity  of  their  purposes, 
how  like  is  their  oneness  to  our  unity  of  Catholic  doc 
trine?  Is  not  "one  country,  one  constitution,  one  des 
tiny"  a  phrase  so  lovingly  quoted  by  the  eloquent  Elaine, 
an  exact  counterpart  of  "one  God,  one  faith,  one  bap 
tism"? — a  sentiment  a  thousand  miles  away  from  the 
compounded  complications  of  Protestantism. 

The  fathers  of  this  republic  were  not  such  very  fools 
as  to  seek  a  solid  and  permanent  foundation  for  their 
gigantic  work  in  a  church  that  was  crumbling  on  the 
quicksands  of  change,  but  they  sought  stability  in  prin 
ciples  which  stood  the  test  of  the  ages.  They  built  no 
Babel,  as  Luther  did;  they  took  from  sacred  scripture, 
from  Catholic  doctrine,  from  history,  their  strongest 
powers,  and  applied  them  to  the  exigencies  of  their  case, 
and  so  they  have  left  us  a  constitution  as  Catholic,  in 
its  last  analysis,  as  the  Papal  encyclicals  quoted  against 
our  allegiance.  Strange  that  Protestantism  that  has 
undone  the  peace  of  mind,  and  blocked  the  ways  of  grace 
should,  after  doing  nothing  but  what  was  disastrous  for 
humanity,  claim  everything  that  is  beneficial.  So  it  is, 
however;  ignorance  is  always  arrogant.  Gentlemen  of 
that  conference,  which  may  be  well  called  a  dunciad,  if 
Lutheranism  would  dare  undo  the  tenets  of  our  consti 
tution  as  it  dares  to  straight  jacket  its  privileges,  you 
would  find  that  "every  Catholic  sword  would  jump  from 
its  scabbard"  and  fight  to  maintain  to  the  death  principles 
as  dear  to  us  in  the  State  as  are  sacred  the  articles  of  our 


160  HERESY'S  ERRATIC  LOGIC  AND 

faith,  for  one  comes  from  the  other  and  is  sustained 
thereby  as  a  precious  heritage  to  the  generations. 

Let  our  prayer  for  our  country  ever  be  couched  in 
words  as  fervent  as  those  which  animate  the  petitions  of 
Archbishop  Carroll  for  the  nation's  authorities,  so  that 
the  United  States  may  be  as  everlasting  as  the  Church 
herself,  whose  Catholic  truths  are  embodied  in  our 
American  constitution. 

Let  us  ever  show  our  love  for  country,  which  is  noth 
ing  more  or  less  than  Catholic  doctrine  of  love  of  our 
neighbor  without  any  distinction,  by  extending  the  king 
dom  of  Christ  in  our  own  and  others'  lives,  so  that  we 
may  save  this  nation  from  the  death  of  its  social  life 
through  divorce,  begotten  in  the  impious  brain  of  Luther, 
as  we  have  saved  it  by  infusing  truth  and  right  into  the 
fountain  source  of  laws,  which  make  for  the  general 
weal. 


A  Lying  Historian 

Bishop  Shanley  of  North  Dakota  declares  in  formal 
fashion  against  Compayre's  "History  of  Pedagogy,"  as 
an  "insult  to  every  Catholic."  Many  reasons  why  this 
trashy  volume  is  condemned  by  the  clergy  are  given. 
One,  however,  halts  our  gaze  which  shows  Compayre  to 
not  be  on  terms  of  intimate  acquaintance  with  the 
spiritual  exercises  and  constitutions  of  St.  Ignatius.  He 
says,  yes,  does  this  exact  historian  say : 

"The  truth  is  that  the  Jesuits  neither  desire  nor  love  the  in 
struction  of  the  people.  In  all  things  they  are  the  enemies  of 
progress.  Intolerant  of  everything  new,  they  would  arrest  the 
progress  of  the  human  mind  and  make  it  immovable." 

Well!  well!  well!  Wonders  will  never  cease!  Our 
distinguished  guide  of  youth  does  not  deign  to  give  the 
name  of  any  Jesuit  who  is  not  a  scholar  and  whose  very 
presence  is  not  a  liberal  education.  "Truth,"  says 
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philosophy,  "is  diffusive  of  itself,"  and  so  scholars  ever 
make  scholars.  Why  this  tirade  against  the  disciples  of 
Jesus?  Because  they  know  too  much  for  such  as  Com- 
payre,  and  as  a  learned  friend  once  said  to  us  when  we 
asked  the  reason  the  Jesuit  order  was  so  misrepresented, 
"It  is  the  good  tree  in  the  orchard  that  is  ever  pegged  at 
by  bad  boys."  So  it  is,  if  the  great  St.  Ignatius  had  not 
prayed  for  the  persecution  of  the  army  of  generals  that 
constitute  the  society  he  founded,  their  superiority  alone 
would  effect  what  his  wishes  desired.  Compayre  stakes 
his  assertions  upon  the  belief  that  his  readers  will  never 
look  from  his  page,  and  that  he  will  be  deemed  wise 
because  they  are  ignorant  and  want  to  remain  so.  If  his 
pupils  will  only  curiously  glance  at  New  York,  Phila 
delphia,  Boston,  Chicago,  Cincinnati,  Buffalo,  St.  Louis, 
and  nearly  all  the  large  cities  of  the  country,  he  will  find 
Jesuits  desiring  and  loving  the  education  of  young  men 
and  in  turn  receiving  the  tribute  of  their  love  and  vene 
ration.  Merely  for  want  of  numbers,  they  are  not  every 
where.  Rome,  England,  France,  Prussia,  Spain,  Portu 
gal,  Austria,  Russia  have  in  the  past  felt  the  power  of 
this  order,  so  that  not  only  the  history  of  education  but 
the  records  of  the  nations  cannot  be  complete  without 
chapters  expressive  of  Jesuit  worth. 

The  histories  of  India,  China  and  Japan  are  made 
interesting  for  the  deeds  of  heroism  wrought  by  the 
disciples  of  the  warrior  saint  who,  while  fighting  like  a 
true  knight  under  the  walls  of  Pampeluna,  had  his  eyes 
opened  to  Pauline  work  yet  to  be  done.  The  Jesuits  were 
in  truth  the  "Light  of  Asia,"  as  they  were  the  beloved 
"black  gown"  of  the  Indians  of  America's  plains,  who 
dared  death  for  the  sake  of  the  highest  learning — that 
which  leads  not  only  minds  to  culture,  but  souls  to  light 
eternal. 

From  the  very  first  step  of  this  distinguished  body  of 
saints  and  savants,  their  history  has  been  unique.  There 
seems  to  have  been  no  growth  to  the  society.  In  the 
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record  of  other  religious  bodies  we  saw  the  sapling  by 
degrees  becoming  a  tree,  but  the  very  first  appearance  of 
this  body  shows  the  stately  oak  ready  to  stand  against 
the  lightning  and  hurricane.  No  sooner  did  St.  Ignatius 
present  himself  to  Pope  Paul  III  than  two  of  the  ten, 
Faber  and  Laynez,  were  appointed  to  lecture  in  the 
Sapienza  of  the  Roman  University,  while  the  other  eight 
were  winning  souls  by  reaching  minds,  as  they  journeyed 
through  Italy  to  Rome.  In  the  first  half  century  of  the 
existence  of  the  Jesuits  we  have  genuises  like  Bellarmin, 
Maldonatus,  Suarez  and  Canisius ;  saints  as  Ignatius  the 
founder,  Francis  Xavier  and  Aloysius  Gonzaga;  mar 
tyrs  like  Fathers  Southwell  and  Walpole,  Garnet  and 
Page,  who  were  in  England,  despite  Elizabeth  and  James, 
to  educate. 

Compayre  is  only  a  wretched  copyist  of  calumnies. 
The  stock  in  trade  of  the  heresies  of  Germany  was  housed 
by  the  assertion  that  the  Catholic  Church  fettered  the 
intellect  and  that  Protestantism  led  in  letters  and  learn 
ing;  the  Jesuits  from  their  very  foundation  made  this 
contention  sick  unto  death.  They  cultivated  humanities, 
science,  philosophy,  astronomy  and  all  the  highest  forms 
of  thought ;  their  colleges  moulded  the  existing  universi 
ties  ;  their  missionaries  added  the  curios  of  Asia  to  the 
culture  of  Europe;  and  geography  was  traced  by  the 
footsteps  of  Jesuit  evangelists.  All  this  begot  a  heretical 
vengeance  which  parented  fierce  falsehoods,  of  which  our 
poor  little  Compayre  has  taken  copious  draughts.  So 
there  is  nothing  original  about  the  fellow,  so  enamored 
of  slander  that  he  shuts  his  eyes  to  the  truths  about  him 
and  keeps  on  lying  to  show  what  a  champion  of  human 
right  and  liberty  he  is.  These  narrow  minds  would  be 
too  circumscribed  by  the  domain  of  truth  and  perforce 
must  have  their  fancies  untramelled,  otherwise  they 
could  not  be  inventive.  This  is  the  reason  why  this  silly 
plagiarist  of  ancient  calumnies  believes  that  the  Jesuit  is 
non-progressive. 
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Power  is  never  popular ;  nearly  the  whole  world  calls 
it  pride,  even  though  true  worth  is  never  self-conscious. 
Guizot  compliments  the  Church,  but  anathematizes  the 
Jesuits,  possibly  because  his  lofty  intellectual  pride  was 
shattered  by  the  dazzling  splendor  of  their  force  and 
power.  He  forgot  the  logic  that  should  mark  the  periods 
of  a  philosopher  of  history  and  did  not  for  a  moment 
suppose  that  the  principles  of  the  Jesuit  were  the  crystals 
of  our  faith. 

Considering  the  plastic  times  of  this  famous  body  of 
educators,  we  are  reminded  of  the  Jews  in  their  relation 
to  our  Saviour.  He  ever  confounded  their  subtle  strate 
gies  and  yet  at  his  trial  before  Pilate  we  have  the  per 
jured  witness  bobbing  up  and  clutching  to  the  old  lie. 

Jesuits  not  desirous  of  education,  indeed!  Unheeding 
the  past  glories  of  their  innumerable  celebrities,  what  of 
the  progress  of  such  minds  as  the  Jesuit  astronomers  De 
Vico,  Grunaldi  and  Secchi;  what  of  Father  Marquette 
ii)  geography;  how  stands  Father  Pianciani  in  physics? 
These  are  some  names  that  this  wretched  Compayre 
ought  to  consider,  and  considering  well  their  worth  and 
importance,  withdraw  his  tissue  of  falsehoods,  calculated 
to  taint  and  destroy  youthful  minds,  lest  man  may  be  led 
to  believe  that  he  thinks  progress  is  paced  by  the  antics 
of  the  devil,  the  father  of  lies. 

The  Jesuits  love  the  truth,  and  progress  that  is  not 
along  its  line  they  believe  is  the  worst  retrogression.  In 
the  clashing  of  opinions,  the  Jesuit  holds  his  quiet,  force 
ful  way,  affecting  the  tides  of  human  thought,  but  no 
more  affected  by  peddlers  of  opinions  like  Compayre 
than  is  the  moon  washed  by  the  sea  whose  waters  it 
moves.  As  Richard  Coeur  de  Lion  was  the  bugbear  of 
the  Saracen,  so  rightly  is  the  Jesuit  a  reason  for  the  cold 
shivers  to  course  down  the  spine  of  heresy.  We  extol 
the  Jesuit  for  the  "enemies  he  has  made,"  and  bless  the 
name  of  St.  Ignatius  for  leaving  us  that  significant  title 
"S.  J.,"  which  stands  for  learning  and  the  desire  of 
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intellectual  advancement,  not  only  among  the  pampered 
children  of  our  luxurious  time,  but  the  untutored  savage 
of  the  bush. 

As  Christ  was  born  in  a  stable,  the  "Spiritual  Exer 
cises"  saw  the  light  in  the  cave  of  Manresa,  whither 
Ignatius  fled  for  penance  and  meditation ;  need  we  won 
der  then  at  the  cognate  character  of  Jesus  and  Jesuit ! 


Blasphemy 

What  Protestantism  has  reached,  can  be  appreciated 
by  the  declaration  of  Dr.  Burrell,  the  professor  of  home- 
letics  in  Princeton  University  and  the  genius  of  the 
Amercian  Bible  League.  He  complains  that  American 
pulpits  resume  the  castoff  theories  of  Germany.  He  says 
the  fad  now  is  the  discussion  of  Ritschlianism  (we  believe 
we  have  spelt  the  thing  rightly ;  it  does  not  matter,  for  it 
will  be  soon  forgotten).  Well,  this  humbug  says:  "It 
does  not  matter  to  you  whether  there  ever  was  such  a 
person  as  Jesus;  stick  to  your  faith,  for  it  has  saving 
value,  irrespective  of  the  facts."  One  hardly  knows  at 
what  point  to  attack  this  monstrous  absurdity.  To  say 
it  does  not  matter  whether  there  ever  was  such  a  person 
a?  Jesus  is  tantamount  to  saying  that  it  is  an  indifferent 
affair  to  believe  that  God  Himself  exists,  since  Christ  is 
the  Second  Person  of  the  Trinity.  How  can  mere  fancy 
be  "faith,"  since  faith  is  divine,  and  divinity  is  reality, 
and  reality  is  the  very  opposite  of  imagining?  How  can 
fancy  have  "saving  value,"  since  it  is  removed  by  a  whole 
heaven  from  the  source  that  makes  it  salutary,  as  it  begins 
and  ends  in  self  and  not  in  God!  It  might  as  well  be  said, 
walk  on  air  and  stick  to  your  feet,  as  to  say  stick  to  your 
faith  for  it  has  saving  value,  without  knowing  what 
reality  it  comes  from  and  what  reality  it  reaches.  Yet 
why  should  any  Protestant  object  reasonably  to  the 
"made  in  Germany"  brand,  since  from  that  region  came 
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forth  Doctor  Luther,  who  has  parented  all  the  vagaries 
that  have  made  men  run  hither  and  thither  after  new 
theories,  with  as  much  sense  and  reason  as  a  monkey 
shows  that  picks  up  an  electrified  apple  only  to  fling  it 
down  and  run  for  another? 

How  sadly  Protestantism  looks  in  its  somersaults  from 
what  it  has  been !  In  the  beginning  its  cry  was  "Faith," 
and  "Lean  on  the  Lord !" ;  now  it  is  "Fancy"  and  the 
privilege  of  not  looking  to  see  if  He  is  the  Lord  upon 
whom  its  votaries  lean. 


Fraud,  Trickery,  Revolting  Mystery 

If  the  votaries  of  Christian  Science  continue  their  reve 
lations  regarding  the  dark  doings  of  their  cult,  we  will  be 
spared  our  refutations  of  the  latest  American  fad  com 
pounded  of  falsehood,  deceit,  and  chicanery.  Mrs. 
Gilbert  of  New  York  City  calls  upon  devotees  of  Chris 
tian  Science  "to  purge  the  sect  of  dishonesty,"  and 
declares  that  Mrs.  Eddy  is  "a  helpless,  mindless  puppet 
in  the  hands  of  conscienceless  men."  Within  the  last 
three  weeks  I  have  been,"  says  she,  "in  the  so-called 
home  of  Mrs.  Eddy,  and  have  studied  at  close  range  the 
fraud,  the  trickery  and  the  revolting  mystery  by  which 
the  Boston  organization  seeks  to  perpetuate  the  per 
nicious  fiction  of  an  unseen  and  unseeable  leader." 

The  coterie  of  kindred  spirits  in  the  highest  circle  of 
the  government  of  the  brand-new  religion  discount  the 
heathen  at  his  tricks,  and  show  that  the  whole  system  is, 
what  it  could  not  but  be,  a  cleverly-organized  humbug. 
The  dear  name  of  Christ  is  dishonored  in  gilding  the 
infamy,  but  never  yet  did  the  devil  plan  a  project  that 
he  did  not  name  it  Christian.  The  true  diabolism,  masked 
under  the  specious  appearance  of  love  for  humanity,  has 
recently  been  laid  bare,  and  they  who  did  not  stop  to 
think  that  the  devil  himself  has  power,  now  feel  that  con- 
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lamination  by  his  satanic  majesty  is  worse  than  the  cure 
effected  through  the  charms  and  charmers  of  Christian 
Science.  Christian  Science  is  similar  to  fortune-telling; 
a  great  deal  of  natural  shrewdness,  supplemented  by 
devilish  trickery,  yields  abundant  wonder  for  the  weak 
or  unwary. 

Christian  Science  began  its  work  by  denouncing  the 
medical  profession,  and  this  as  a  necessary  step  for  its 
own  protection  and  continuance.  The  farther  it  went  in 
the  course  the  safer  it  felt,  for  the  more  latitude  it 
enjoyed  to  call  physical  troubles  by  any  name,  and  then 
shout  alleluia  for  the  recovery  of  the  patient.  The  word 
of  the  sick  was  taken  instead  of  a  medical  diagnosis  and 
then  the  whole  world  was  called  upon  to  wonder.  No 
marvel  that  the  term  miracle  has  fallen  from  its  dignity. 
We  have  no  record  of  any  cure  effected,  where  the 
science  of  medicine  failed.  We  have  no  name  and  ad 
dress  of  the  completely  cured,  no  more  than  we  have  of 
the  subjects  of  the  street  fakirs  who  destroy  head  ache 
in  a  wink.  At  one  side,  we  have  the  patient  who  fancies 
he  has  Bright's  disease  and  then  imagines  he  is  cured; 
at  the  other  hand  we  have  the  curist  who  is  only  too 
willing  to  proclaim  the  fancy  as  a  fact,  about  the  per 
petuity  of  which  he  remains  in  willing  ignorance.  And 
how  is  the  cure  of  anything,  if  any,  effected? 

Mrs.  Eddy  begins  the  great  work,  that  clasps  her  inspi 
rations,  with  some  axioms.  One  of  them  is  that  matter 
does  not  exist.  Why  does  she  not  stop  right  there  for  if 
matter  does  not  exist  there  is  no  subject  for  her  theories 
to  operate  upon.  Yet  she  writes  a  volume  upon  our 
bodies,  the  while  she  denies  their  existence. 

Dr.  Huber  of  New  York  confesses  that  his  efforts  to 
get  at  the  true  inwardness  of  cures  were  frustrated  by 
"the  cheapest  sort  of  subterfuge  and  elusion."  Dr. 
Goddard  ends  his  inquiry  in  declaring  that  "the  curative 
principle  in  every  one  of  the  forms  is  the  influence  of 
the  mind  of  the  patient  on  his  own  body."  No  doctor 
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am  I,  and  yet  I  can  see  how  easy  it  is  for  some  people 
to  imagine  themselves  well,  since  they  can  imagine  them 
selves  ill.  Superstition  in  healing,  where  the  means  were 
out  of  all  proportion  to  the  end,  was  not  born  eighty 
years  ago  with  Mrs.  Eddy.  We  recall  a  cure  for  warts 
and  other  troubles  that  would  beat  her  "to  a  frazzle,"  but 
with  the  silly  prescription  there  are  not  embodied  heresy 
and  blasphemy  that  ruin  souls  as  they  profess  to  cure 
bodies.  With  the  gullible,  the  superstitious,  and  the 
hypochondriac,  plus  the  disgruntled  Protestant  who  has 
run  from  the  ruin  of  his  falling  faith,  Christian  Science 
has  formed  a  sorry  and  motley  following.  Tomorrow, 
like  many  another  theory,  it  will  cease  to  be,  but  not  until 
it  has  made  more  logicians  sick  than  it  has  made  the 
credulous  well. 

The  disciples  of  the  new  sect  are  wily.  They  tell  a 
Catholic,  as  we  know  of  one  case,  that  they  have  nothing 
contradictory  to  our  tenets.  Have  they  not?  If  there 
be  no  sin,  then  there  was  no  need  of  a  Redeemer;  if 
there  is  no  matter,  then  the  body  of  Christ  was  not  really 
born,  and  He  did  not  truly  rise  from  the  dead.  These 
doctors  and  a  half  are  doing  the  devil's  work,  and 
certainly  merit  his  aid,  in  their  deceits,  as  they  would, 
while  pledging  solicitude,  fain  undo  the  first  principles 
of  our  holy  faith.  The  while  they  deny  their  existence, 
they  certainly  are  more  concerned  in  bodies  than  souls, 
and  sham  anxiety  for  devotion  to  truth,  the  time  they 
are  busied  in  destroying  its  tenets. 

The  "divine  mind"  heals,  says  Mrs.  Eddy.  If  so,  why 
not  submit  the  cases  that  are  sealed  with  the  divine  seal 
to  these  doctors  who  in  the  pure  interest  of  humanity 
have  requested  them ! 
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Calvin  and  His  Teachings 

The  cornerstone  of  the  Reformation  monument,  on  the 
occasion  of  the  fourth  centenary  of  John  Calvin's  birthv 
was  recently  laid  at  Geneva,  the  capital  of  the  historic 
land  of  the  Swiss.  We  would  imagine  that  a  vault  to 
receive  the  remains  of  Calvin's  hopeless  teaching  would 
be  more  suitable  to  the  present  state  of  Protestantism. 
That  the  Reformation  has  proved  itself  a  deformation 
and  has  made  earth  abominable  with  the  uninteresting 
ruins  of  a  thousand  religious  systems  does  not  interfere 
with  the  enterprise  that  would  have  the  world  remember 
what  it  should  wish  to  forget — the  Calvinistic  doctrine 
that  would  in  its  blasphemies  have  the  eternal  God  Him 
self  like  the  Geneva  founder,  a  murderer. 

At  the  instigation  of  Calvin,  poor  Michael  Servetus,  on 
his  journey  to  Naples  through  Switzerland,  was  arrested 
and  burned  at  the  stake,  because  his  teaching  was  not 
kindred  to  the  reformer's,  and  so  the  smoke  of  the 
funeral  pile  was  as  incense  to  the  nostrils  of  the  humanity 
and  charity  of  the  apostles  of  the  new  dispensation.  In 
his  private  letters  to  Farel,  which  disclose  the  real  char 
acter  of  the  writer,  he  avers  that  Servetus  at  his  trial 
"impudently  reviled"  him,  and  this  was  enough  to  con 
clude  proceedings  against  the  victim  of  his  wrath. 

How  different  was  the  gospel  preached  by  Christ's 
apostles,  who  make  no  mention  of  self,  save  to  reproach 
self,  and  who  gladly  merge  personality  in  principle.  Not 
so  with  the  hero  of  the  late  monument,  who  reveals 
clearly  that  pride  is  the  philosophy  of  heresy.  The  glori 
ous  disciples  of  our  Saviour  shed  no  blood  save  their 
own,  to  attest  the  martyr's  devotion  to  heavenly  truth. 

Of  all  the  doctrines  that  polluted  the  human  mind  that 
of  Calvin  is  the  most  diabolical.  Here  is  his  teaching: 

"We  affirm  that  God's  counsel,  as  far  as  concerns  the  elect,  is 
founded  on  His  gratuitous  mercy,  totally  irrespective  of  human 
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merit;  but  that  to  those  whom  He  devotes  to  condemnation,  the 
gate  of  life  is  closed  by  a  just  and  irreprehensible  but  incompre 
hensible  judgment." 

In  this  religion  of  despair,  human  acts  are  valueless, 
heaven  is  not  the  premium  for  virtue,  and  guesses  take 
the  place  of  the  splendid  joys  of  Catholic  conscience. 
According  to  Calvin,  man  never  knows  until  God  speaks 
in  judgment  what  shall  be  his  fate,  and  the  poor  creature 
is  not  the  architect  of  his  own  immortal  destiny.  Calvin's 
God  is  a  gloomy  Jupiter,  and  not  the  gentle,  brotherly 
Christ.  True,  God  knows  whether  we  shall  be  saved  or 
lost,  but  He  "wills  not  the  death  of  a  sinner,  but  that  he 
be  converted  and  live."  Our  Father  is  not  a  tyrant,  but 
is  more  anxious  to  give  us  glory  than  are  we  to  receive  it. 
His  knowledge  depends  upon  our  free  act,  but  our  act 
does  not  depend  upon  His  knowledge,  since  we  know 
not  what  He  knows.  To  illustrate :  John  tells  Henry  he 
will  go  to  Cleveland  to  live,  but  at  the  same  time  tells 
him  on  no  account  to  tell  James.  John  goes  to  Cleveland, 
but  he  does  not  go  to  suit  the  knowledge  of  James  for 
the  simple  reason  that  he  was  not  conscious  of  his  knowl 
edge.  James's  knowledge  depended  upon  John's  action, 
but  not  John's  action  upon  the  information  accorded 
James,  of  which  John  was  not  cognizant.  With  the 
blackest  sophistry  woven  into  a  most  execrable  design, 
Calvin  used  the  fact  of  God's  infinite  knowledge  to  make 
the  sky  what  the  Persian  poet,  Omar  Khayyam  would 
call  an  "inverted  bowl" ;  not  the  beautiful  and  subtle  air 
through  which  a  soul  might  pass,  but  impenetrable  brass 
behind  which  grimly  scowled  the  autocrat  of  eternity. 

What  an  invitation  to  vice  is  this  vicious  doctrine! 
Man  is  judged  at  the  beginning  of  his  creation  and  not 
at  the  end,  and  what  he  does  makes  not  one  jot  or  tittle 
of  difference  in  moulding  the  irrevocable  decree  already 
given. 

What  an  insult  to  our  Creator !  Our  being  is  the  over 
flow  of  His  generous  love,  and  yet  allied  with  our  creation 
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is  our  damnation.  What  an  illogical  compounding  of 
lo\e  and  hate!  What  blasphemy  that  would  make  God 
delight  in  writhing  victims!  What  brutality  that  would 
justify  every  form  of  crime,  since  it  would  have  God 
himself  a  criminal! 

Behold  the  man  venerated  after  four  centuries  of  time 
cursed  by  his  breathing  infamies !  And  yet,  if  we  are  to 
believe  the  dispatches,  which  may  have  been  falsely 
fashioned  to  show  the  general  interest  the  world  has  in 
Calvinistic  monstrosities,  two  of  the  orators  were  "Roman 
Catholics" — Count  d'Haussonville  of  France  and  M. 
Deucher,  president  of  the  Swiss  federation.  If  they 
were  Catholics  the  day  before,  they  certainly  were  not 
on  the  evening  of  the  fete,  for  the  purpose  of  a  Catholic 
is  not  to  honor  the  devil  or  anything  hell-bound  or  hell- 
born. 

How  little  the  world  thinks  is  shown  in  the  whole 
ceremony,  for  if  any  gloomy  doctrinaire  deserves  oblivion 
it  is  the  inhuman  scholar  whose  heart  was  like  the  monu 
ment  that  will  perpetuate  his  dire  name  to  the  genera 
tions. 


The  "  Outlook's  "  Blind  "  Spectator  " 

Is  not  the  ignorance  of  our  faith  by  the  scholars  who 
edit  or  contribute  the  magazine  literature  of  our  day 
terrible?  We  say  terrible  with  deliberation,  for  their 
ignorance  is  ever  arrogant  and  absolutely  concludes 
thought  for  myriads  of  readers  in  a  fashion  as  "false  as 
dicers'  oaths."  The  little  catechism  would  set  these 
scribes  aright  in  important  matters,  which  embrace  alike 
justice  to  God  and  respect  for  their  fellows,  and  yet 
"Solomon  in  all  his  glory  was  not  arrayed"  as  are  the 
lies  that  drop  from  their  pens,  black  as  the  ink  that  flows 
therefrom.  Mokanna's  face,  robed  in  Persian  silk,  gives 
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only  a  suggestion  of  the  wanton  and  rotten  ugliness  of 
falsehood  veiled  with  rhetorical  embroidery. 

And  these  calumnies  on  our  tenets  are  not  musty  with 
three  centuries  of  mould;  not  so,  indeed:  they  smell 
fresh  from  the  modern  linotype. 

Open  the  Outlook  of  August  I4th  and  behold  a  proof 
of  our  declarations.  Here  is  a  magazine  that  has  none  of 
the  vain  trimmings  of  pictorial  art,  because  of  the  solid 
scholarship  that  is  supposed  to  mark  its  pages — too 
philosophical  to  crave  the  conceits  of  less  thoughtful 
journals. 

Here  we  would  expect  to  find  a  presentation  of  truth 
so  easily  accessible  to  even  worldly  boobies,  and  yet  our 
"Spectator"  dishes  this  savory  morsel  for  the  intellectual 
palates  of  the  wiseacres  who  make  its  pages  their  bible: 

"The  'Spectator'  is  told — though  he  has  been  unable  to  verify 
the  statement — that  the  doctrine  of  the  Immaculate  Conception 
of  the  virgin,  adopted  by  the  Catholic  world  only  a  half  century 
ago,  has  been  for  ages  the  cult  of  Spain." 

This  series  of  absurd  falsehoods  makes  it  difficult  for 
us  to  know  at  what  point  we  should  logically  commence 
our  analysis.  Let  us  begin  with  the  "Spectator!"  He 
says  he  "is  told."  Was  the  "Spectator"  born  yesterday? 
Will  he  have  the  hardihood  to  put  everything  he  is  told 
about  Christ  and  His  truth  on  the  page  of  a  magazine 
calculated  to  be  an  educational  and  refining  force,  when 
he  can  have  before  him  the  symbol  which  betokens  how 
the  world  loves  truth  in  the  crucifixion  of  its  great 
Master?  The  poor  little  man  "is  told"  and  he  bends  his 
womanly  ear,  and  he  cannot  keep  the  secret,  but  must 
impart  it  to  The  Outlook.  Must  our  millions  go  down 
to  the  dust  in  absurdity  because,  forsooth,  the  "Spectator" 
"is  told"? 

Let  us  proceed  with  the  "Innocent  Abroad"  and  fish 
for  the  reason  why  he  swallowed  everything  his  ear 
devoured  as  news.  He  immediately  consoles  us  with  the 
refreshing  declaration  that  he  has  "been  unable  to  verify 
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the  statement."  It  looks,  Mr.  "Spectator,"  that  "the  wish 
is  father  to  the  thought."  Did  it  never  strike  that  head 
you  bear,  kindred  in  its  gossipy  characteristics  to  the 
nurse's  in  "Romeo  and  Juliet,"  that  all  you  had  to  do  was 
to  walk  around  the  block  to  the  priest's  house  and  find 
the  teaching  of  the  Church  you  so  undervalue  in  your 
crass  ignorance?  A  little  exercise  would  do  the  "Specta 
tor"  good  and  put  blood  into  periods  barren  with  non 
sense. 

"That  the  doctrine  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  of 
the  virgin,  adopted  by  the  Catholic  world  only  half  a 
century  ago,  has  been  for  ages  the  cult  of  Spain." 
"Adopted  by  the  Catholic  world."  These  words  have  no 
meaning,  as  the  Catholic  world  is  only  the  pupil  of  the 
Catholic  Church  and  adopts  no  doctrine,  but  takes  what 
it  is  given  by  its  great  teacher  and  ruler.  If  "Spectator" 
means  the  Church  adopted  a  doctrine  half  a  century  ago, 
we  would  say  that  the  Church  is  not  a  foundling  asylum 
adopting  theories  laid  on  her  doorsteps  in  the  dark  of 
human  thought,  but  has  one  and  all  her  teachings  starred 
with  that  divinity  given  her  twice  one  thousand  years 
ago. 

True,  the  Immaculate  Conception  was  not  declared  as 
an  article  of  faith,  to  be  believed  under  pain  of  heresy, 
until  a  little  more  than  half  a  century  ago,  but  it  was 
always  a  doctrine  of  the  Church.  The  Church  does  not 
add  to  the  deposit  of  faith  given  her  by  Christ,  but  treas 
ures  and  maintains  the  body  of  truth,  raising  some  of  its 
divine  tenets  to  the  dignity  of  dogmas  that  Catholics  must 
believe  or  cease  to  be  Catholics  even  in  name.  So,  Mr. 
"Spectator,"  you  see  all  doctrines  are  not  dogmas,  though 
all  dogmas  are  necessarily  doctrines  of  the  very  first 
class. 

Now  comes  the  crowning  disgrace  of  the  mob  of  mad 
words1 — "has  been  for  ages  the  cult  of  Spain."  Catholic 
doctrine  was  given  to  the  world  and  not  to  Spain  only. 
It  is  not  bound  by  geographical  limitations,  hence  it  is 
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not  narrow,  either  as  local,  provincial,  or  national.  In 
every  land  and  in  ages  distant  as  well  as  near,  the  same 
doctrine  was  taught  and  cherished,  and  were  it  not  so  it 
would  not  be  Catholic  and  could  not  be  elevated  into  a 
dogma. 

We  pity  the  "Spectator"  for  his  multitudinous  blunders 
and  for  the  confession  of  that  laziness,  whose  absence 
would  perhaps  dispel  them. 

We  wonder  and  wonder  what  must  be  the  thoughts  and 
feelings  of  the  numbers  of  unlettered  Protestants  when 
our  "Spectator"  seats  himself  to  his  important  page  and 
deforms  it  with  such  a  conglomeration  of  humbug, 
nonsense,  misconception  and  falsehood. 


The  Doctrine  of  Change 

That  anything  will  satisfy  Protestantism  in  questions 
of  religion,  even  a  tower  of  Babel,  is  evident  from  the 
latest  scheme  to  extend  Christ's  kingdom. 

The  Northwestern  Christian  Advocate  holds  the  won 
derful  doctrine  of  change.  It  solemnly  avers  that  creeds 
should  be  at  times  altered,  and  that  even  Protestants 
should  occasionally  become  Catholics.  Talk  of  patent 
reversibles!  Can  anything  that  was  ever  fashioned  by 
the  human  pen  more  insultingly  cheapen  principle — to 
honor  as  dear  as  life — as  this  proposed  artful  dodging  by 
devotees  of  everything  and  nothing?  If  this  daring 
declaration  means  anything,  it  shows  that  heresy  has 
dwindled  to  an  organized  hypocrisy  that  does  not  hesitate 
to  assume  all  the  colors  of  the  rainbow,  if  the  world  will 
only  do  the  sick  think  honor  by  noting  the  "transmogrifi 
cation."  Faith,  with  the  Northwesterner,  is  a  mere  fad 
that  can  vary  with  the  current  style — an  extrinsic  cover 
ing,  that,  like  the  sheepskin  of  the  proverbial  Brian 
O'Linn,  can  be  cast  away  at  will.  Faith,  in  this  execrable 
plan,  would  not  be  something  securely  locked  by  convic- 
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tion,  but  a  mere  expediency  that  would,  wandering,  graze 
v/herever  a  passing  whim  would  be  gratified.  How  far 
away  from  heaven  and  heavenly  purposes,  and  how 
closely  touching  hellish  ones  is  this  tenet  of  the  North 
western  Christian  Advocate,  can  be  gleaned  by  a  glance 
at  the  definition  of  faith. 

Faith  is  belief  in  divine  truth.  Belief  supposes  that 
the  mind  is  impregnated  with  solemn  thoughts,  that  the 
mind  consciously  and  formally  impels  a  series  of  acts 
calculated  to  serve  truth  and  the  God  whence  it  came. 
Conscience  is  the  archangel  heralding  heavenly  laws  in 
this  holy  procedure,  that  regards  eternal  destiny,  whose 
ways  must  not  be  guessed  at  but  certainly  known.  With 
this  Christian  Advocate  of  a  pagan  theory,  darkness  is 
the  same  as  light,  falsehood  is  as  forceful  as  truth,  wrong 
subserves  the  same  mission  as  right,  the  devil  is  as  good 
a  guide  to  glory  as  God  Himself.  To  use  a  trite  saying, 
"any  old  thing"  will  do  to  serve  God  with,  and  save  the 
dear  souls  His  blood  has  ransomed.  All  this  is  poorly 
named  when  called  horrible.  Supposing  in  the  arts  and 
sciences,  such  a  device  would  be  employed,  what  a  heap 
of  rubbish  would  be  the  conclusions  gained.  Edison 
pursues  his  inquiries  on  axioms;  if  he  turns  away  and 
idly  follows  contradictions,  what  idiot  will  dare  declare 
that  he  is  progressing?  In  art,  if  the  student  hops  from 
yes  to  no,  what  will  be  the  result  ?  An  undefined  position 
which  has  no  bearing  at  all  on  the  subject  proposed. 
Certain  truths  with  their  steady  radiance  light  a  man  in 
any  department  of  mind  to  his  goal.  In  religion,  how 
ever,  no  convictions  are  needed.  Today  a  probability, 
tomorrow  a  possibility,  and  the  day  after  a  guess,  will  do 
the  Protestant  Northwesterner.  Worse  still,  an  assump 
tion  of  tenets  that  never  brought  conviction,  and  that  is 
not  even  supposed  to,  will  serve  the  purpose.  Why,  this 
Protestant  periodical  had  better  say  outright  that  idiocy 
will  serve  God  as  well  as  intellectuality,  as  to  propose  the 
monstrous  doctrine  of  change  from  one  religion  to  many, 
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as  it  supposes  the  impossibility  of  the  adoption  of  one. 
Poor  Protestantism  is  evidently  never  sure  of  its  footing 
when  it  hazards  such  an  insane  pronouncement.  It  is 
daily  breeding  infidels  by  making  of  "sweet  religion  a 
rhapsody  of  words" — inane  words,  without  thought ;  cold 
words,  without  feeling;  stupid  words,  without  common 
sense.  The  powerful  organ  of  the  Northwest  is  piping 
on  an  impossibility,  for  the  mind  of  man  is  not  divorced 
from  sacred  truths  as  easily  as  is  the  Protestant  freed 
from  the  home  and  the  heart  he  swore  to  sustain  and 
cherish.  The  absurdity,  however,  indicates  a  condition 
that  is  certainly  lamentable — an  abominable  condition 
induced  by  first  trifling  with  religion's  thoughts  and  then 
with  the  words  that  pronounced  them. 

The  whole  thing  looks  like  a  mad  trick  of  the  devil  to 
undo  the  meaning  of  the  word  conversion.  Through 
conviction,  truth  and  her  royal  train  must  enter  a  man's 
mind,  and  unless  she  does  enter  there  is  no  such  word 
as  convert. 


The  Virgin  Birth  of  Christ 

Scholars  ever  turn  to  Holy  Writ  for  profound  themes, 
and  so  the  great  thinker  Lyman  Abbott,  in  a  criticism  on 
Dr.  George  A.  Gordon's  volume,  "Religion  and  Miracle," 
gives  us  in  the  Outlook  of  January  8th  a  deep  study  on 
the  title  of  the  book.  He  says  some  splendid  things,  and 
if  such  a  mind  had  only  the  true  faith  to  energize  it,  it 
would  write  nothing  that  need  be  qualified.  One  of  his 
declarations,  to  which  we  take  exception  and  which  is 
the  natural  result  of  his  Protestantism,  is  this : 

"Jesus  never  refers  to  His  (virgin)  birth;  the  apostles  never 
mention  it  in  their  missionary  addresses ;  it  is  not  referred  to  in 
any  apostolic  epistle.  On  the  other  hand,  the  resurrection  of 
Jesus  Christ  is  recorded  in  entirely  independent  but  not  incon 
sistent  narratives  by  four  historians." 
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And  such  is  the  logic  of  heresy  that  would  reduce  to 
ruin  all  things  that  the  Catholic  Church  reverences,  and 
would  resurrect  no  equivalent  for  the  devastation  made. 

Now,  the  resurrection  is  not  at  all  a  parallel  to  the 
virgin  birth  of  Christ.  The  resurrection  proves  the 
divinity  of  our  Lord  and  was  part  and  parcel  of  His 
public  work — its  perfection,  its  coronation.  St.  Paul 
says  without  it  our  faith  is  vain.  Speaking  widely,  the 
virgin  birth  of  Christ  was,  in  the  time  of  His  ministry, 
for  Him  and  angels  to  know;  His  resurrection  was  for 
men  to  see.  Everything  that  was  congruous  to  His 
divinity  was  easily  established  after  the  resurrection 
shed  its  light  on  Christ's  earthly  day,  so  that  to  the  first 
Easter  morn  the  Master  and  the  disciples  looked  as  the 
great  reason  for  the  confirmation  of  any  and  all  His 
truths.  One  of  the  splendors  of  these  truths  was  His 
virgin  birth.  Christ  showed  Himself  grandly  human  in 
not  speaking  of  His  birth,  but  in  doing  His  work  and 
let  it  prove  the  manner  of  man  He  was,  and  the  nobility 
of  the  character  of  His  mother.  Others  discussed  the 
"Son  of  Joseph  the  carpenter";  Christ  was  sublimely 
silent — loving  and  respecting  and  obeying  His  parents — 
ever  His  mother's  servant  and  pupil,  no  matter  what 
miracles  He  wrought,  or  wonders  of  mind  He  showed 
the  doctors  of  the  temple.  His  perfect  death  showed  a 
perfect  birth,  and  His  resurrection  perfectly  proved  that 
earth  was  only  a  stepping-stone  for  His  sandaled  feet, 
as  he  mounted  to  His  kingdom  of  eternity. 

Who  will  read  the  first  chapter  of  the  gospel  of  St. 
Luke  and  doubt  the  virgin  birth  of  Christ,  and  the  subse 
quent  perpetual  virginity  of  His  blessed  mother?  After 
the  angel  spoke  to  her  who  was  to  become  the  mother  of 
God,  Mary  was  astonished,  and  said,  "How  can  this  be, 
since  I  know  not  man?"  and  then  the  heavenly  visitor 
rejoined,  "The  Holy  Ghost  will  come  upon  thee,  and  the 
virtue  of  the  Most  High  will  overshadow  thee,  and  there 
fore  the  Holy  One  born  of  thee  shall  be  called  the  Son 
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of  God."  St.  Matthew,  in  his  first  chapter  referring  to 
the  Prophet  Isaias,  says,  "Behold,  a  virgin  will  conceive 
and  will  bring  forth  a  Son,  and  they  will  call  His  name 
Emmanuel,  which  is  interpreted,  God  with  us." 

These  certainly  formally  and  directly  prove  Mary  a 
virgin  mother.  That  she  continued  a  virgin  is  patent 
from  the  fact  that  the  work  of  the  Holy  Spirit  was  not 
transitory,  but  consecrated  the  sanctuary  of  her  womb. 
Could  we  believe  that  she  would  wantonly  defame  what 
God  exalted?  If  she  loved  virginity,  so  that  she  argued 
on  its  behalf  with  an  angel,  surely  after  her  virtue  re 
ceived  its  crown  in  the  maternity  of  Christ,  she  guarded 
the  subject  of  miracle  as  the  very  tabernacle  of  her  God. 
All  the  fathers,  beginning  with  St.  Justin  and  Irenseus, 
all  the  creeds  from  the  Apostles'  and  Nicene,  down  to  our 
present  hour,  proclaim  Mary  not  only  spotless  in  soul, 
but  integral  in  body,  until  heaven  assumed  her  and 
crowned  her  queen.  One  might  as  well  say  that  a  soul 
enjoying  the  Beatific  Vision  would  thoughtlessly  look 
away  therefrom  and  find  interests  in  our  muddy  earth, 
as  to  say  that  Mary  would  forget  the  dwelling  of  her  God 
and  desecrate  the  womb  which  was  the  palace  of  divinity 
by  cheapening  it  in  human  fashion.  Helvidius  and 
Jovinian  in  the  olden  time  objected  to  Mary's  virginity, 
because  St.  Matthew  in  his  first  chapter  declares  that 
"Joseph  took  unto  him  his  wife,  and  he  knew  her  not  till 
she  brought  forth  her  first-born."  These  sordid  minds 
construed  first-born  to  suppose  a  second  and  a  third- 
born,  forgetful  of  the  fact  that  a  babe  would  be  the 
first-born  if  the  mother  would  die  an  hour  after  birth. 
The  "till"  in  the  text  makes  a  lame  leg  for  those  heresi- 
archs  to  hobble  on.  All  through  the  scriptures  "till"  is 
used  in  the  sense  of  the  evangelist,  and  does  not  mean 
that  its  after  was  a  contradiction  to  its  before. 

If  a  man  takes  the  pledge  till  next  Christmas,  it  does 
not  suppose  that  he  will  get  drunk  when  the  time  ex 
pires.  Dr.  Abbott  writes  well ;  he  would  write  wisely  if 
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he  took  down  the  fathers  of  the  Church  and  gleaned 
from  them  what  tradition,  that  has  all  truth,  taught  con 
cerning  the  principles  that  our  Catholic  scriptures  con 
tain,  made  still  less  by  the  invading  and  ruthless  hand  of 
heresy,  as  it  subtracts  or  contracts  the  sacred  text. 


A  Blue  Grass  Blasphemer 

The  Blue  Grass  Blade  of  Lexington,  Ky.,  paints  on 
Oct.  17,  1909,  a  blue  blasphemy  against  Christ  and  a 
green  impeachment  of  the  virginal  character  of  His  holy 
mother  in  these  noxious  words : 

"Careful  analysis  of  the  foregoing  quotation  will  show  that 
Jesus,  if  He  ever  lived  at  all,  which  we  doubt,  had  at  least  four 
brothers  and  two  sisters,  Himself  making  seven  children  born  of 
the  alleged  Virgin  Mary,  and  the  stupid  Church  still  continues  to 
worship  and  pay  homage  to  her  as  a  virgin  immaculate." 

"If  He  ever  lived  at  all."  Has  Christianity,  then,  no 
existence?  If  it  has — and  all  our  learned  scribe  has  to 
do  is  to  open  his  eyes  on  the  fact — then  he  has  to  admit 
its  source  in  Christ  from  whom  it  took  its  name.  Platonic 
philosophy  points  to  Plato;  Aristotelian  supposes  the 
wiseacre  of  Athens,  and  Christianity  acknowledges  its 
Master  and  Model,  our  blessed  Lord.  All  through  the 
ages  the  principles  of  Christianity  were  heroically  pro 
nounced  by  their  adherents,  sometimes  in  tears  and 
blood,  and  were  accentuated  by  their  enemies  with  scorn 
that  more  than  once  led  them  to  murder.  Like  Christ 
Himself,  who  "in  secret  taught  nothing,"  the  work  of 
Christianity  was  public. 

"The  three  elements  of  history  are,"  according  to 
Lacordaire,  "public  writing,  public  events  and  a  public 
web  of  events,"  and  these  conditions,  from  the  very 
nature  of  things,  are  indisputable.  Josephus,  the  Jewish 
historian,  described  our  Lord,  giving  His  stature  and  the 
color  of  His  hair;  Pliny  the  Younger  writes  the  Em- 
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peror  Trajan  for  counsel  about  procedure  against  Chris 
tians,  whose  origin  he  names ;  Nero  burned  Rome  and 
blamed  the  disciples  of  Christ;  Tacitus,  twenty-seven 
years  after  the  martyrdom  of  Calvary,  gives  a  succinct 
account  of  the  facts  that  transpired  in  Jerusalem  on  that 
dread  Friday,  and  while  in  no  way  advocating  the  prin 
ciples,  he  gives  a  chapter  on  the  people  who  held  them  as 
averse  to  the  gods  of  the  empire  and  shows  a  familiarity 
with  the  great  truths  of  our  faith  that  would  do  honor 
to  a  catechist.  Constantine  comes  and  takes  up  the 
pages  of  the  past  history  of  Christ's  followers  and  em 
bellishes  the  future  with  deeds  of  hallowed  glory.  The 
ages  since  have  congregated  to  sing  the  praises  of  the 
Christ  who  undid  the  Caesar,  and  certainly  there  was  as 
actual  a  personage  as  He,  but  our  Kentucky  colonel  will 
have  none  of  all  this.  He  will  acknowledge,  doubtless, 
that  the  Odes  were  written  by  Horace,  that  Juvenal  held 
up  to  scorn  the  gluttonous  Romans,  that  Virgil  existed, 
since  the  wanderings  of  Aeneas  testify  to  his  descriptive 
and  poetic  pen;  but  when  the  marvelous  gospels  are 
read,  our  blue  grass  scribe  will  declare  "on  his  'onor"  the 
author  of  the  high  and  holy  lessons  given  was  not  Christ. 
Transcending  all  legislators  as  a  lawgiver,  surpassing  all 
poets  in  heroic  stanzas,  the  voice  of  the  commandments 
of  love  and  of  the  Beatitudes  is,  according  to  our  Ken- 
tuckian,  unknown  or  poorly  known.  The  generations 
cry  credo,  from  the  days  of  Augustus  down  to  our  time, 
when  martyrs  still  bleed  for  the  faith,  and  the  wretched 
little  Lexington  atheist  must  warrant  our  pitying  smile. 
According  to  our  Kentucky  blade,  Christ  had  four 
brothers  and  two  sisters.  This  is  quite  a  moderate 
statistic  of  the  family  of  Nazareth,  with  the  great 
Teacher  there  who  called  His  followers  brethren.  Were 
we  to  call  the  editors  of  our  contemporaries  "brothers," 
we  would  have  a  still  larger  household,  and  the  preacher 
who  fraternally  greets  every  stranger  on  the  street  would 
have  a  mighty  host  in  his  kinship.  Lest  our  friend  might 
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deem  himself  original,  we  would  say  that  as  early  as  the 
fourth  century  St.  Jerome  defended  the  virgin  against 
the  same  calumny  penned  by  Helvetius  and  showed  con 
clusively  in  his  tract,  to  which  we  refer  our  modern 
scholar,  that  the  "brothers"  of  our  Lord  were  not  chil 
dren  of  Mary  by  her  husband,  nor  St.  Joseph's  children 
by  another  marriage,  but  were  cousins  of  our  Lord — 
children  of  Mary,  the  Blessed  Virgin's  sister,  by  her 
husband  Alpheus.  This  is  congruous  doctrine  to  all  the 
Catholic  tenets  on  the  nativity,  and  to  the  belief  in  the 
one  only  Son  of  God,  who  was  the  Son  of  the  virgin. 

Regarding  the  "stupidity"  of  the  Church — well,  she 
will  teach  when  our  blue  grass  calumniator  will  not  be 
even  good  grass  and  will  have  ceased  to  learn  and 
unlearn. 


Faith 

In  this  age,  when  infidelity's  nothings  are  deemed 
accomplishments  and  heresy's  zig-zags  are  styled  culture, 
it  is  well  often  to  refresh  our  definition  of  faith.  It  is  a 
divine  virtue,  through  whose  power  the  human  mind  is 
opened  for  the  entry  of  all  heavenly  truths.  God  is 
truth,  and  is  not  served  with  falsehood.  God  is  majesty 
and  refuses  ministry  from  the  crude,  the  base  and  the 
vulgar.  God  is  certitude  and  is  not  honored  with  a  guess. 
God  is  unchanged  and  is  not  worshipped  with  the  vary 
ing  tenets  of  human  ingenuity.  God  is  pure  intellect 
and  is  not  adored  with  compoundings  of  ignorance  and 
absurdity.  The  God  of  all  knowledge  requires  our  cer 
tain  knowledge  of  His  perfections,  for  our  love  will  in 
crease  with  our  knowledge,  and  our  knowledge  will  never 
know  bounds.  God  abominates  falsehood;  ignores  un 
certainty;  reprobates  ignorance,  and  in  His  constancy 
despises  for  service  man's  puny  ideas.  He  loves  truth, 
for  He  loves  Himself  as  He  is  truth.  He  loves  love,  for 
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Love  is,  according  to  St.  John,  His  name,  and  so  we 
cannot  give  Him  loving  and  adequate  service  except 
through  divine  truth. 

Faith  is  a  divine  gift,  and  this  explains  why  men  of 
power  in  statecraft  or  geniuses  in  the  schools  may  not 
have  the  faith,  as  it  does  not  depend  upon  human  power, 
ingenuity  or  intellectuality.  The  faith  may  be  born  in 
a  heart  that  men  might  deem  tenantless  of  worth,  in  a 
mind  empty  of  worldly  ability,  just  as  Christ's  own  birth 
glorified  an  abandoned  stable.  Faith  is  not  a  premium 
for  merit;  it  is  an  undeserved  gift  from  heavenly 
bounty. 

What  is  the  source  of  faith?  The  Protestant  (and  we 
speak  the  name  with  kindness  equal  in  force  to  our  detes 
tation  of  Protestantism  that  leads  so  many  devoted  and 
noble  souls  astray)  says:  I  take  my  faith  from  the  bible; 
the  Catholic  declares,  I  take  mine  from  the  Church;  it 
is  my  school ;  there  I  am  a  pupil  sitting  to  hear  the  word 
of  faith  so  that  I  may  cherish  it  and  practically  embody 
it  in  my  life.  I  am  not  my  own  guide  and  master.  God 
has  appointed  the  Church  for  all  that. 

Now,  our  dissenting  brother  contradicts  himself  when 
he  says  that  the  bible  only  is  the  rule  of  faith,  for  desir 
ous  of  belonging  to  the  Church  of  the  Apostles,  he  vir 
tually  says  there  was  no  such  church.  How?  In  the 
time  of  the  apostles,  there  was  no  New  Testament.  St. 
Matthew  wrote  his  gospel,  seven  years  after  his  Holy 
Master's  death;  St.  Mark,  ten;  St.  Luke,  twenty-five, 
and  St.  John  sixty-five.  Were  the  apostles,  these  mighty 
Samsons  who  reared  the  pillars  of  Christendom, 
damned?  Out  with  the  thought!  Cursed  be  the  per 
nicious  word  that  would  breathe  it!  Belief  and  baptism 
were  declared  by  the  Christ  to  be  the  necessities  for 
salvation.  To  say  that  the  apostles  were  not  grandly 
schooled  in  their  creed  would  be  to  blaspheme  God  by 
impugning  the  power  of  His  Son,  upon  whose  every 
word  they  hung  with  holy  fervor.  To  say  they  were  not 
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baptized  would  be  to  impiously  presume  to  undo  the 
whole  purpose  of  their  mission.  And  all  this  was 
effected  without  the  Christian  scriptures.  What,  then, 
becomes  of  the  Protestant  dictum  that  would  have  Holy 
Writ  monopolize  all  the  agencies  of  salvation?  Is  it 
not  as  absurd  as  to  say  that  a  father  depends  upon  his 
son  for  being,  since  faith  was  before  Holy  Writ? 

The  first  three  Christian  centuries  were  controversial 
about  the  authenticity  of  the  gospels  then  existing,  so 
that  many  did  not  know  whether  the  so-called  gospels  of 
Mary,  Simon,  Nicodemus,  and  the  infancy  of  Jesus  were 
true  or  not  until  the  Church  pronounced  them  false. 
Were  the  souls  of  these  ages  to  commit  their  salvation 
to  the  turn  of  a  die?  Passing  over  the  tremendous 
expense  of  a  bible  in  those  days,  which  prevented  Christ's 
very  own,  His  poor,  from  indulging  the  luxury  of  pos 
sessing  a  copy,  we  come  to  the  middle  of  the  fifteenth 
century,  and  to  the  printing  press,  when  bibles  could  be 
bought  by  the  many.  Now,  let  us  ask  a  foolish  question 
— did  Christ  leave  the  myriad  of  souls  in  one  and  one- 
half  thousand  years  contingent  upon  the  invention  of  a 
machine,  and  did  He  make  reading  an  obligation  to  reach 
His  glory?  Why,  we  have  martyrs  who  sacrificed  every 
thing,  even  intellectual  progress,  to  stimulate  their  souls 
for  glory. 

Supposing  a  bible  is  true,  how  long  would  it  remain  so, 
if  the  Church  that  owns  it,  for  four  of  her  canonized 
children  wrote  it,  would  permit  it  to  be  torn  to  pieces  by 
rabid  mentality  with  its  thousand  contradictions  and 
contrarieties  ? 

The  Church  is  the  rule  of  faith.  She  is  divine ;  she  is 
infallible.  She  is  not  a  peddler  of  opinions;  she  deals 
in  absolute  certainties.  With  her  left  she  presents  her 
credentials  to  the  world  and  with  her  right  hands  it  all 
truths,  not  only  those  of  scripture  but  the  glories  of  tra 
dition.  Power  is  never  popular,  and  so  the  Church  is 
magnificently  unpopular,  for  she  has  ever  taught  the  dis- 
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tasteful  doctrine  that  man's  passions  must  be  subject  to 
reason,  and  reason  subject  to  God.  She  gives  divine 
faith  with  no  apologies  for  the  teaching.  She  does  not 
explain  away  tomorrow  the  declaration  of  today,  but 
forever  and  forever  bestows  the  same  hallowed  and 
heavenly  thought  that  has  lifted  human  souls  high  as  the 
skies  and  there  crowned  them. 


Paganized  Christianity 

It  would  seem  that  Protestantism  in  Japan  is  a  splen 
did  instance  of  paganized  Christianity  instead  of  Chris 
tianized  paganism.  Mr.  Minami,  the  editor  of  Rikugo 
Zashi,  declares  in  these  terrible  words  the  miserable  con 
ditions  obtaining  in  heresy's  field  there: 

"The  spirit  of  the  age  is  dead  against  orthodoxy.  Japanese 
Protestant  Christians,  as  a  body,  no  longer  believe  in  miracles, 
the  resurrection,  the  Trinity,  the  inspiration  of  the  bible,  and  the 
like." 

Does  Mr.  Minami  think  for  one  moment  that  he  is 
giving  an  argument  against  orthodoxy  when  he  says  that 
the  spirit  of  the  age  opposes  it?  The  gentleman  must 
have  forgotten  or  never  read  his  bible.  In  the  days  of 
Christ,  there  was  the  very  self-same  age  and  the  same  old 
spirit,  and  what  does  the  great  Teacher  of  the  generations 
say  of  it:  "The  prince  of  this  world  is  already  judged"; 
and  the  prince  is  the  devil — Hell's  potentate.  Of  course, 
he  is  against  orthodoxy ;  to  be  sure  he  flies  with  his  bat- 
wings  into  the  face  of  truth  and  screeches  that  he  will 
have  none  of  it.  The  beauty,  the  truth,  the  goodness,  the 
grace  and  order  of  Christ's  body  of  doctrine  are  intended 
to  be  in  direct  antagonism  to  the  ugliness,  the  falsehood, 
the  vice,  the  degradation  and  the  disorder  that  the 
world's  "spirit"  would  have;  so  that  Mr.  Minami  is  not 
offering  anything  new,  but  something  as  old  as  Calvary, 
where  the  devil  leered  as  Christ  died. 
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What,  then,  has  Protestantism  given  Japan?  The 
privilege  of  thinking  as  it  likes.  But  Japan  did  this 
before  the  preachers  came  to  teach  them  their  variations, 
so  incongruous  in  a  land  where  even  the  form  of  pagan 
ism  is  reverenced  for  its  age.  Now  the  Japanese  look 
into  the  Protestant  bible  to  get  reasons  for  their  fathers' 
faith,  and  they  have  changed,  but  only  the  old  form  of 
paganism  for  a  new  form  of  atheism.  The  preachers 
smile  on  paganism,  and  paganism  on  Protestantism,  and 
both  form  a  revolting  inconsistency  which  in  contrast 
thereto  must  make  Shintoism  feel  in  the  proud  relation 
of  a  guinea  to  a  farthing  jingling  in  the  same  purse. 

If  miracles  are  counted  from  Christianity;  if  the 
Resurrection  is  eschewed  as  a  myth;  if  the  Trinity  is 
laughed  at ;  if  the  inspiration  of  the  bible  is  denied,  what 
is  left?  The  right  of  private  judgment  has  nothing  to 
operate  upon,  as  there  is  no  bible,  and  the  props  are 
knocked  from  Protestantism.  If  Christ's  divinity  is 
ignored,  His  teaching  can  easily  be  pooh-poohed,  and 
there  is  no  form  of  Christianity,  and  no  room  for  a 
miracle  save  in  holding  together  the  jarring  fragments 
that  fly  from  the  broken  wheels  of  Protestantism  as  it 
dashes  down  to  the  perdition  from  which  it  once  arro 
gantly  started. 

Miracles  are  explained  by  belief  in  God.  The  God 
who  made  Nature  can  suspend  its  operation  when 
necessity  requires.  When  a  man  denies  a  miracle,  he 
denies  the  existence  of  God.  Protestantism  paves  the 
decline  to  infidelity  when  it  smiles  at  miracles.  The  fact 
that  God  made  the  laws  of  the  universe  include  His  right 
and  power  to  except  a  law  in  a  particular  instance,  and 
this  is  nothing  more  or  less  than  what  is  meant  by  a 
miracle.  God  is  not  bound  by  Nature ;  Nature  is  bound 
by  God.  To  shut  one's  eyes  to  God's  intervention  in  a 
particular  premise  does  not  undo  His  mighty  work,  and 
such  a  process  would  be  no  more  absurd  than  to  hold  that 
God  would  be  bound  to  ask  man  for  permission  to  do  as 
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He  desired.  Blasphemy  and  infidelity  are,  therefore, 
involved  in  the  denial  of  miracles. 

The  Resurrection  is  the  greatest  mystery  of  our  faith 
and  proves  its  existence.  St.  Paul  said  that  without  the 
risen  Christ  our  faith  is  vain.  The  preachers  have  ac 
commodated  the  pagans  of  Japan  and  have  laughed  with 
them  when  their  wonderment  changed  to  mirth.  To 
make  a  Christian  (an  impossibility  without  the  Resur 
rection),  will  not  be  let  stand  in  the  way  of  adding  a  few 
liberals  to  their  churches.  Why  should  it?  And  these, 
wonderful  to  say,  are  the  preachers  who  deny  miracles, 
and  in  their  processes  reach  out  to  impossibilities !  O  the 
gyrations  of  heresy!  O  the  acrobatic  feats  that  make 
April  of  angels'  eyes ! 

The  Trinity  is  a  mystery ;  but  we  must  ever  remember 
that  a  mystery  is  a  truth  not  against  but  only  above 
reason.  We  have  more  warrant  to  believe  God  the  cause 
than  reason  the  effect.  Religion  without  mysteries  would 
not  be  divine  but  mere  naturalism.  Religion  came  from 
God,  and  leads  to  God  and  must  have  mysteries,  as  God 
is  infinite.  To  say  otherwise  is  to  madly  assert  that  the 
finite  can  circumference  the  infinite — the  reverse  of 
which  is  the  truth.  Now,  Christ  the  Divine  and  who 
knew  His  Father,  for  He  is  One  with  Him,  has  taught 
us  the  Trinity.  The  preachers  look  askance  at  the  decla 
ration  of  Christ  and  set  up  their  own  theory  to  undo 
eternal  truth,  and  the  little  brown  joker  pats  him  on  the 
back  and  says,  "nice  gentleman." 

The  inspiration  of  the  bible  makes  the  bible;  without 
inspiration  the  bible  is  not  and  cannot  be.  We  believe 
the  bible,  because  it  was  not  written  by  the  mind  of  man, 
but  by  the  hand  of  God,  which  held  the  Evangelist's  pen 
as  does  a  school  master  the  child's,  and  traced  the  heav 
enly  lettering.  We  believe  the  bible  holds  divine  truth, 
because  Truth  saw  to  it  in  inspiration  that  the  record 
would  be  true  and  sealed  it  as  such. 
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All  this,  according  to  our  Eastern  sages,  is  unnecessary 
and  the  bible  can  be  what  it  likes  and  the  thing  read  as  we 
like.  No  wonder,  then,  conclusions  compatible  with  pagan 
minds  and  manners  are  reached ! 

If  all  these  subtractions  are  approved  by  the  mis 
sionary,  what  an  easy  time  he  must  have  in  the  land  of 
flowers.  Undisturbed  he  can  make  garden.  He  can 
"smile  and  smile  and  smile"  and  never  deem  it  villainy 
to  destroy  the  truth  of  Christ,  as  much  a  figure  of  speech 
in  his  mouth  as  is  Jupiter  Tonaus  or  the  flying  Mercury 
of  classic  language.  We  doubt  if  half  of  these  mission 
aries  believe  in  the  immortality  of  the  soul,  since  they 
have  so  little,  with  even  a  semblance  of  truth  to  com 
mend  it,  to  offer  the  soul,  and  we  doubt  if  the  brown 
gentleman  from  Tokio  deems  the  well-groomed  mis 
sionary  as  anything  else  but  a  happy  clown  who  cannot 
explain  himself. 


Give  the  Facts,  Mr.  Speers 

Of  all  liars  commend  us  to  the  missionary  to  South 
America.  He  is  the  head  and  front  of  calumny  and 
slander.  He  goes  to  these  Latin  lands  with  preconceived 
notions,  and  bigotry  has  so  welded  him  to  his  thoughts 
that,  instead  of  trying  to  rid  himself  of  his  ideas,  he 
invariably  rolls  his  holy  eyes  heavenward  and  groans 
over  the  awful  conditions  that  he  must  find.  Strange, 
this  service  of  the  God  of  truth  with  falsehood  so  flimsy 
that  they  who  pay  the  missionary  must  smile  at  his  at 
tempts  to  foist  a  case  on  a  world  that  reads  only  head 
lines  and  never  studies  the  consistency  of  periods!  Of 
course  the  missionary  has  a  brother  who  will  one  day  be 
a  tourist  in  Peru,  Chili,  Brazil  and  the  rest  of  these 
southlands,  and  if  he  would  undo  the  lies  that  are  his 
stock  in  trade  his  occupation  would  lapse.  Then,  too, 
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Protestantism  has  shown  its  imbecility  to  the  States  and 
to  the  world,  and  if  the  illiteracy  and  immorality  of 
South  America  failed  to  draw  men's  eyes  from  the  crip 
pled  heresy  of  these  parts,  the  world  might  say  with  one 
voice  to  Protestantism,  "What  good  are  you  ?"  For  these 
few  reasons,  of  many  concocted  ones,  it  is  necessary  that 
the  missionary  should  be  busy  and,  tucking  up  his  sleeves, 
should  put  his  hands  deep  unto  his  elbows  in  the  sink  of 
South  America,  the  Congo,  or  any  place  that  is  geo 
graphically  distant  from  the  home  of  the  slanderer. 
Ancient  history  or  out  of  the  way  spots  furnish  the  liar 
best  ground  for  his  malformations. 

These  reflections  come  from  reading  a  recent  compila 
tion  of  the  declarations  of  Mr.  Speers,  head  of  the 
Students'  Volunteer  Movement,  who  bewails  the  state  of 
minds  and  souls  in  South  America.  This  pious  man  is 
shocked  beyond  measure  at  the  conduct  of  the  priests. 
Let  us  open  court  and  hear  this  advocate  of  righteous 
ness.  He  solemnly  declares  that  a  Pope  wrote  a  jeremiad 
on  the  way  that  souls  were  lost  and  churches  stood 
empty,  that  a  bishop  bewailed  the  terrible  mess,  that  a 
Passionist  told  him  that  Protestants  ought  to  work  side 
by  side  with  Catholics,  that  "he  was  told"  something  else, 
and  that  a  priest  gave  him  another  bit  of  his  hurly-burly. 
There  is  nothing  but  the  impersonal  in  all  this  and  our 
devoted  Mr.  Speers  need  not  have  left  his  own  country 
to  hear  all  he  states  and  something  more.  Now,  Mr. 
Speers,  what  Pope  said,  "imperiously  summon  the  pas 
tors  to  their  duty"?  What  Bishop  of  Caracas  wrote  a 
pastoral  telling  every  sin  he  knew  his  priests  committed? 
Give  the  date  of  these  interesting  documents,  else  your 
papers,  as  your  cheques,  would  not  be  worth  a  fig.  The 
utter  absurdity  of  such  courses  is  manifest  to  any  child 
that  knows  the  wisdom  of  the  Church,  and  her  prudence 
that  is  part  thereof.  So  utterly  senseless  and  malicious 
are  these  statements  that  not  only  purpose  would  undo 
them,  but  they  contradict  themselve  in  their  jarring  parts. 
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Now  comes  the  joke  that  Mr.  Speers  had  no  intention 
to  crack.  If  Catholics  are  doing  nothing  in  South 
America  but  rotting,  why  should  he  want  his  beloved 
Protestants  to  labor  with  them?  How  could  they  labor 
with  them  if  they  were  not  working?  Mr.  Speers  re 
grets  that  there  are  only  250  priests  for  6,000,000  people. 
Should  he  not  rather  rejoice  that  there  are  not  more  of 
the  clergy  if  they  are  of  the  coarse  kind  he  makes  them? 

He  contrasts  South  America  with  Japan,  to  the  credit 
of  the  latter,  and  in  this  he  adds  infamy  to  calumny,  as 
certainly  the  modest  mien  of  the  southern  signorita  is  a 
direct  antithesis  to  the  brazen,  matter-of-course  immor 
ality  of  the  female  denizens  of  the  Flowery  Kingdom. 

Here  is  something  that  shows  how  poorly  Mr.  Speers 
knows  anything  of  our  Catholic  catechism,  as  well  as  the 
credulity  he  would  predicate  of  his  readers  and  the 
importance  that  he  gives  his  statements,  which  must  be 
taken  as  given  and  never  questioned:  "I  myself  visited 
eighty  churches  in  different  parts  of  South  America.  In 
not  one  was  there  a  picture  of  the  resurrection  or  ascen 
sion.  In  every  case  Christ  was  either  dead  on  the  cross 
or  ghastly  dead  in  the  grave.  Where  is  the  living  Christ, 
one  cries  out  again  and  again,  and  no  voice  may  give  him 
reply." 

Now,  Mr.  Speers,  where  were  these  eighty  churches? 
Possibly  little  temples  in  country  parishes  where  the 
people  were  too  poor  to  buy  paintings,  but  where  the 
crucifix  had  to  be,  for  mass  cannot  be  said  without  its 
presence.  Didn't  you  know  this?  You,  a  professed 
critic  of  Catholic  customs  and  morals?  Moreover,  Mr. 
Speer,  Christ  on  His  cross  is  the  living  God.  For  shame, 
that  in  your  desire  to  get  an  emblem  for  the  dead  faith 
that  your  lying  eyes  saw,  you  should  have  made  use  of 
the  emblem  of  our  salvation !  In  his  wretched  logic,  the 
sequence  of  beggarly  and  cowardly  data,  Mr.  Speers 
would  here  hint  that  the  Catholics  of  South  America  do 
not  believe  in  the  resurrection,  when,  in  reality,  the  cross 
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is  a  suggestion  of  eternal  glory.  Mr.  Speers,  before  you 
go  again,  buy  a  catechism  and  therein  learn  that  the  God 
of  love  is  not  served  with  infamous  defamations  of  your 
neighbor,  be  he  here  or  afar;  resolve  to  not  play  the 
part  of  Pontius  Pilate,  and  be  careful  to  give  day  and 
date  to  matters  of  import  to  character. 


Above  the  Council  of  Nice 

A  special  from  Boston,  Mass.,  to  the  Buffalo  Express 
Sunday,  July  19,  1910,  regarding  the  Missionary  Con 
ference  of  various  Protestant  sects  held  in  Edinburg, 
Scotland,  has  this  wonderful  headline:  "Pentecost 
Tongues  Were  Less."  The  enthusiasm  of  the  writer 
goes  beyond  all  bounds  when  he  says  in  the  context  of 
the  document,  "Scholars  have  not  hesitated  to  give  it  a 
place  above  the  Council  of  Nice." 

Why,  these  animals  called  scholars  have  done  and  will 
do  all  the  queer  and  mad  things  that  men  may  read  or 
see  with  startled  faces !  We  were  very  near  not  seeing  a 
newspaper  reference  to  this  marvelous  council.  It  all 
depended  upon  fate  turning  another  newspaper  page,  but 
the  world  will  never  forget  the  creed  formulated  at  Nice. 
The  ages  heard  this  creed  of  the  Catholic  Church,  and 
to  the  last  hour  of  time  its  consecrated  tenets  will  be 
sung  into  the  hearts  and  souls  of  devoted  men.  Every 
high  mass  will  chant  this  profession  of  faith;  every 
devotee  will  in  ecstacy  breathe  it;  every  man  who  loves 
Christ  will  study  it  with  a  fervor  that  will  seek  light. 
Its  principal  thoughts  will  be  given  at  the  font  of  bap 
tism  and  the  dying  will  find  courage  and  glean  hope  from 
the  certainties  that  every  inspired  line  of  this  glorious 
creed  of  Nice  gives. 

And  what  creed  has  Edinburg  formulated;  what 
lesson  has  Scotland  taught?  Nothing — absolutely  noth- 
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ing.  The  conference  was  a  pitiable  hurly-burly  of  varied 
fancies  mixed  with  wretched  facts  that  showed  how  the 
world,  of  which  Protestantism  is  an  exponent,  has  be 
come  a  sloppail  for  religious  humbugs  and  a  wastebasket 
for  the  torn  theories  that  never  realized. 

"The  Religious  Rambler,"  the  signer  of  the  dispatch, 
delights  in  a  Midway  Plaisance,  which  the  conference 
evidently  was,  and  must  have  been  a  rambler  through 
religions,  for  he  likes  all  the  sects,  and  in  his  eulogies 
thereof  nearly  lands  himself  in  the  dictum,  "Whatever 
is  is  right." 

And  now  let  us  hear  the  wonderful  caste  of  characters 
in  the  Edinburg  conference  that  outdid  the  Pentecostal 
wonders.  Out  of  the  great  world  that  Protestantism  has 
flattered  there  were  in  contrast,  even  to  our  modern 
ecumenical  councils,  "two  archbishops  and  more  than  a 
dozen  bishops."  What  a  far-flung  battle  line  these 
warriors  represented,  and  how  like  the  apostles  meeting 
in  Jerusalem!  How  exactly  similar  to  the  annual  meet 
ing  of  the  trustees  of  the  University  in  Washington  or 
the  Provincial  Council  of  Baltimore,  not  to  speak  of 
Nice  at  all!  But,  hear  ye,  patient  readers:  there  were 
besides  in  this  wonderful  gathering  in  Edinburg  "knights 
and  lords  and  millionaires."  Now  where  are  Pentecostal 
glories?  How  the  marvels  of  Nice  pale  before  Scot 
land's  capital !  "Lords !"  We  know  what  fountains  of 
faith  and  morals  "lords"  have  always  been.  "Drunk  as 
a  lord"  has  turned  into  a  proverb  to  signalize  the  perfec 
tion  of  a  debauch.  When  it  comes  to  teaching  the 
nations  their  duties  to  their  God,  who  would  not  fly  as  a 
Mohammedan  to  his  Mecca  to  the  Christian  bosom  of 
millionaires?  The  millions  can  do  anything  with  "The 
Religious  Rambler."  We  have  not,  nevertheless,  been 
informed  how  many  millionaires  were  among  the 
apostles,  and  how  often  they  gloated  over  the  sheckles 
in  the  vaults  of  Jerusalem's  banks.  We  never  knew  that 
the  poor  dear  Christ,  the  fountain  of  all  Christian  truths, 
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had  a  dollar  to  pay  even  to  a  cheap  boarding  house  for  "a 
place  to  lay  His  head."  We  never  learned  that  mil 
lionaires  could  buy  heavenly  truths  or  inspire  them,  but 
the  "Edinburg  conference"  surpassed  all  the  bodies  over 
whose  decrees  the  Spirit  of  Eternity  brooded,  for,  mind 
you,  it  had  "lords  and  millionaires"  galore. 

Alas,  that  men,  and  good  men,  too,  should  be  follow 
ing,  even  with  praise,  such  Protestant  deceptions  as  the 
conference  of  Edinburg,  that  began  in  nothing  and  ended 
there. 

Alas,  for  any  form  of  Christianity  that  depends  upon 
such  agencies  as  lords  whom  the  "budget"  of  England 
shows  to  be  the  robbers  of  the  poor — mostly  millionaires 
whose  hearts  are  like  the  coins  they  joyously  jingle.  We 
fear  that  the  two  Protestant  archbishops  were  in  bad 
company  and  that  they  have  a  small  idea  of  the  import 
ance  of  religious  principles. 

One  of  the  wonderful  things  that  our  "Religious 
Rambler"  of  the  Sunday  Express  declares  is  "the  unpre 
cedented  unity  of  the  Scottish  conference."  In  what 
was  there  unity — in  the  gracious  manners  of  a  multitude 
of  gentlemen  whose  religious  principles,  according  to  the 
right  of  private  judgment,  were  every  one  different? 
How  easy  it  was  to  agree  to  differ,  is  betrayed  uncon 
sciously  by  the  writer  who,  a  few  periods  beyond  this 
declaration,  said  that  a  vision  of  a  new  era  presented 
itself  when  the  venerable  moderator,  Chatter ji  of  India, 
etc.,  pleaded  for  "a  fuller  recognition  of  the  good  that  is 
in  the  non-Christian  religions."  Ah,  Mr.  Religious  Ram 
bler,  if  paganism  was  advocated  by  the  conference,  we 
do  not  wonder  that  this  "great  church  council"  found  it 
easy  to  agree  on  any  old  thing  called  Christian.  It  was 
a  free-and-easy  go  as  you  please,  with  a  cheer  for  every 
advocate  of  every  fancy  or  folly,  and  this  was  the  reason 
of  the  "unprecedented  unity." 

There  is  only  one  place  where  unity  is,  and  that  is 
where  truth  is — truth  that  has  no  adjective  to  qualify  it 
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— that  "age  cannot  wither  nor  custom  stale" — and  that 
is  the  absolute  principle  of  the  Catholic  Church,  before 
which  humanity  bends  head  and  heart,  seeking  for  the 
rest  of  the  one  and  the  enrichment  of  the  other. 


Blind  Leader  of  the  Blind 

The  Episcopal  Church,  even  in  America,  "dearly  loves 
a  lord,"  as  the  Lord  Bishop  of  Salisbury,  figuring  in  the 
Cincinnati  convention  shows.  The  honors  were  divided 
between  My  Lord  of  Salisbury  and  the  money  king  Mor 
gan,  who  came  to  the  Queen  City  conference  with  no 
less  a  personage  than  mine  host  of  New  York  City, 
Sherry  himself,  to  do  the  catering.  If  Episcopalianism, 
as  judged  from  the  conferences,  were  served  with  as 
elegant  a  Vandyke  brown  as  the  Morgan  meats,  what  an 
addition  to  modern  thought  we  would  have! 

After  discussions  upon  a  variety  of  themes,  which 
created  a  still  greater  variety  of  ideas,  and  never  con 
cluded  anything,  it  is  pitiable  to  read  where  a  plea  for 
unity  is  entered.  Before  unity  can  have  a  place,  there 
must  be  something  with  which  to  unify.  The  fact  is  that 
one  is  no  longer  off  the  track  in  the  Episcopal  Church, 
as  one  needs  never  be  on  it.  The  church  itself  is  a  little 
like  the  house  of  the  Harcourts  that  Pope  describes  when 
he  says,  "You  would  imagine  it  had  been  a  village  in 
Amphion's  time,  where  twenty  cottages  had  taken  a  dance 
together,  were  all  out,  and  stood  still  in  amazement  ever 
since." 

Do  you  want  to  be  a  Buddhist,  you  can  manufacture  a 
platform  upon  which  to  stand  from  the  loose  timber 
lying  around.  Would  you  prefer  an  open  pulpit,  you 
will  have  a  following  that  will  help  you  to  kick  the  door 
from  its  hinges.  Would  you  like  the  milk  of  a  cocoanut 
in  preference  to  what  Christ  used  in  the  sacrament  of 
the  altar,  here  is  your  restaurant — the  Episcopal  Church, 
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Do  you  desire  no  robes,  but  a  frock  coat  in  services,  the 
church  of  Henry  VIII  cries  out,  "I'm  your  tailorshop." 
Will  you  desire  latitude  in  the  interpretation  of  the  holy 
scriptures,  like  an  obliging  school  mistress,  the  church  of 
Queen  Elizabeth  gives  you  a  slipper  for  one  foot  and  a 
snow-shoe  for  the  other.  There  is  nothing  you  want  that 
you  cannot  get  in  this  "atrocious  mass"  of  absurdities 
and  inconsistencies.  "The  pomp  and  circumstance"  of 
it  all  is  extremely  ridiculous.  The  representatives  of 
this  church,  from  South  Africa  to  the  Philippines,  seem 
to  confer  in  order  to  differ — seem  to  congregate  in  order 
to  disintegrate.  There  is  not  a  board  of  their  platform 
of  twenty  years  ago — not  even  a  nail  for  a  souvenir. 
Contradictions  and  contrarieties  are  happily  made  by  the 
"House  of  Bishops"  beautifully  reconcilable.  Liberty 
has  run  riot  and  landed  in  license,  so  that  there  is  no 
madness  in  social  life,  nor  absurdity  in  the  domain  of 
mind  that  has  not  a  premise  or  an  outraged  conclusion, 
in  the  Albert  Hall  or  Music  Hall  conferences  of  Episco- 
palianism. 

With  it  all,  are  "most  potent,  grave  and  venerable 
signiors"  who  cause  us  to  wonder  and  wonder  which  one 
is  perplexed,  what  one  is  confounded,  who  is  blissfully 
indifferent. 

It  is  passing  strange  that  men  follow  blind  guides  in  a 
matter  that  should  be  filled  with  light  and  logic  and  love 
and  faith  divine,  instead  of  darkness  and  inconsistency 
— a  maze  of  guesses  with  a  wilderness  of  shams. 

And  yet,  that  the  darkest  hour  is  just  before  the  dawn 
may  be  true  of  this  sect  that  has  to  all  appearances  many 
well-meaning  men  tangled  in  its  gigantic  absurdities. 
We  would  fain  believe  that  the  church  of  contradictions 
that  forced  from  its  bosom  a  De  Costa  and  a  Father  Paul 
has  still  many  a  devoted  soul  that  will  affiliate  with  the 
quiet  and  glorious  Catholic  Church  (quiet  in  its  cer 
tainties,  and  glorious  in  its  graces),  and  who  need  only 
the  impelling  force  of  a  Cincinnati  convention  to  make 
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them    disengage   themselves    from    follies    and    embrace 
the  truth. 

A  New  Religion 

Religion,  in  the  minds  of  the  worldlings,  has  ceased  to 
be  an  arrangement  with  God  at  one  end  and  man  at  the 
other;  now  it  is  man  first,  last  and  all  the  time,  and  so 
we  have  a  wretched  travesty  wearing  the  grand  old  name 
of  religion. 

Bruce  Calvert,  editor  of  the  Open  Road  (Chicago), 
thus  contributes  to  the  many  madnesses  that  have,  under 
the  guise  of  religious  truth,  vexed  mankind.  He  says, 
does  this  leader  in  the  Anthropological  Society,  "The 
formal  religion  now  accepted  by  the  Christian  world  is 
founded  on  the  brooding  of  the  recluses  of  ages  gone 
by."  Why,  Mr.  Calvert,  do  you  not  give  the  names  and 
ages  of  these  "recluses"  who  hatched  out  the  sins  you 
would  impugn,  or  would  you,  like  the  rest  of  your  ilk, 
arrogate  to  yourself  the  infallibility  against  which  you 
so  lustily  inveigh,  as  one  of  the  monstrosities  of  the 
Papacy,  and  take  it  as  a  matter  of  course  that  we  should, 
without  ceremony,  snatch  at  your  vague  dreamings  and 
reverently  accept  them  as  thoughts  to  guide  our  course? 
Ah,  Mr.  Calvert,  you  began  in  nothing  and  end  there; 
your  conclusion  and  your  start  are  precisely  similar,  like 
the  hoopsnake  of  Australia  that  takes  its  tail  in  its  mouth 
and  rolls  down  hill  to  its  destruction. 

So  religion  was  the  outcome  of  the  disgruntled 
geniuses  of  other  days!  We  claim  the  privilege  of  the 
schools,  and  as  gratuitously  deny  what  Mr.  Calvert 
gratuitously  asserts.  Mr.  Calvert,  too,  has  the  obligation 
of  proving  his  proposition.  We  regret  that  he  has  not 
done  this,  as  we  believe  that  the  "Adventures  of  Baron 
Munchausen"  or  "The  Tuttle  Bird"  would  not  awaken  a 
fraction  of  the  fantastic  interest  that  his  logic  would 
evolve. 
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Waiving  altogether  our  rights  in  the  matter  of  argu 
ment,  we  would  respectfully  prove  our  declarations  that 
the  "recluses"  were  the  offspring  and  not  the  creators  of 
our  faith  founded  by  Christ  the  God-man,  not  on  the 
dissolving  nightmares  of  unhappy  visionaries,  but  upon 
the  Petrine  rock  and  its  everlasting  granite,  one  pebble 
of  whose  power  the  combined  ages  and  nations  have  not 
succeeded  in  knocking  from  its  surface. 

"Thou  art  Peter  and  upon  this  rock  I  will  build  My 
Church,  and  the  gates  of  hell  shall  not  prevail  against 
her."  So  spoke  Christ  in  the  creation  of  the  Church  and 
so  speaks  He  every  hour  in  its  conservation,  a  continued 
act  of  creation.  Because  he  thus  spoke,  we  have  had 
holy  hermits  who  banked  not  on  their  dreams,  but  upon 
the  word  of  God  which  made  the  Church,  that  sanctioned 
their  holy  courses,  and  canonized  them  therefor.  They 
are  to  the  Church  children  and  not  parents. 

Mr.  Calvert  continues  in  his  insane  rhapsodies  in  this 
fashion :  "The  religion  that  man  lives  for  today  and  not 
for  tomorrow,  is  now  pushing  hard  the  religion  founded 
on  the  dogmatic  theology  of  the  theologians  of  old." 

Let  us  take  a  look  at  this  rare  specimen  of  crystalized 
nothingness !  The  "pushing"  reminds  us  of  the  doggerel 
that  would,  in  the  procession  of  animals  that  went  into 
the  ark,  have  the  elephant  say  to  the  mosquito,  "Stop 
your  shoving!"  The  religion  of  humanity,  then,  would 
lead  and  guide  men ;  but  men  have  done  this  before,  and 
men,  alike  with  their  blind  guide  have,  in  scriptural  lan 
guage,  "fallen  into  the  pit."  Man  can  do  nothing  for 
man  but  treat  him  where  he  is,  on  the  earth,  and  when 
through  with  his  process,  leave  him  where  he  found  him. 
Religion  is  the  golden  cord  that  binds  man  to  God,  and 
supernaturalizes  his  efforts  in  reaching  the  skies  for 
which  his  Creator  destined  him.  There  can  be  no  such 
thing  as  religion,  then,  without  God  its  goal. 

Let  us  take  Mr.  Calvert's  words  "today  and  not  tomor 
row."  This  Utopian  dreamer  is  easily  pleased ;  he  is 
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satisfied  with  only  today,  but  the  man  who  works  for 
tomorrow  has  two  days — the  one  he  enjoys  and  the  one 
he  is  preparing  for;  so  the  Catholic  has  twice  as  much 
ar-  this  new  scoffer  at  the  ancient  faith.  Yes,  he  has 
infinitely  more,  for  tomorrow  for  the  truly  religious  man 
is  eternity,  and  time  is  only  a  wretched  suggestion  of  its 
immensity  and  glory.  So  to  the  Catholic  has  been  con 
ceded  by  this  poor  advocate  of  a  still  poorer  purpose  the 
best  of  his  own  argument. 

Poor  Calvert,  like  many  another  fool  that  has  coughed 
against  the  God  of  wisdom,  cannot  see  that  the  man  who 
serves  his  Maker  serves  his  fellow  best.  St.  Augustine 
substantially  says,  "How  can  we  love  God  whom  we  do 
not  see,  if  we  love  not  our  brother-man  whom  we  do 
see?"  Service  is  the  inspiration  of  love,  and  so  the  truly 
religious  men  have  always  improved  the  condition  of 
society,  that  ofttime  ignored  the  advantage  until  epitaphs 
made  memory  active,  and  gratitude  was  late  in  coming. 
Men  cannot  serve  men  unless  they  serve  God.  Divine 
service  to  man  is  the  most  unselfish,  for  it  is  given  for 
reasons  found  not  in  man.  Go,  Mr.  Calvert,  to  the 
catechism  and  you  will  scratch  the  markings  of  your  airy 
fantasies ! 

You  are  like  all  the  advocates  of  naturalism — robbing 
men  of  their  heavenly  hopes,  and  then  arrogantly  assum 
ing  the  title  of  benefactors  of  the  race. 


Protestants  and  Protestantism 

It  has  ever  been  furthest  from  my  purpose  to  condemn 
Protestants,  many  of  whom  are  better  than  their  creed, 
which  robs  life  of  its  true  joys  by  depriving  it  of  truth, 
and  death  of  its  comforts  in  the  desolation  wherewith  it 
palls  the  grave.  Catholics  love  mankind,  and  the  Great 
Master  sets  us  the  example  in  dying  on  the  cross  with 
extended  arms  encircling  every  human  being  under  the 
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sun.  All  have  souls  that  are  the  breath  of  the  nostrils 
of  God;  all  are  subjects  of  His  providential  care;  all 
have  kindred  formation;  all  similar  sorrows  and  joys; 
all  a  like  destiny.  God  is  the  judge  of  lives,  the  Church 
of  principles,  and  while  we  condemn  false  tenets  we  do 
so  for  the  love  of  humanity  and  not  for  scorn  of  men 
who  merit  love  always,  and  pity  and  prayer  when  sub 
jects  of  treachery  and  deception.  True  love  of  man  and 
faith  in  God  were  always,  and  ever  will  be,  correlative 
terms,  for  St.  John  calls  God  Love,  as  our  creation  was 
the  overflow  of  Divine  charity.  We  never  have  had  a 
quarrel  with  Protestants,  but  detest,  with  all  our  love 
for  Christ  and  His  truth,  heresy's  abominations,  whose 
only  property  is  to  corrupt  and  be  corrupted.  To  insult 
God  is  not  to  compliment  man,  and  Protestantism,  in 
eschewing  the  Church  whose  foundations  were  laid  by 
Christ,  far  from  complimenting  humanity,  retarded  the 
growth  of  progress  by  clouding  mental  issues  and 
creating  confusion  in  the  domain  of  souls.  Protestantism 
is  nothing  more  nor  less,  as  its  name  indicates,  than  a 
protest  against  Catholic  doctrine.  Its  whole  purpose  is 
to  say  no  to  our  dogmas.  It  is  a  negation;  a  negation 
is  nothing ;  and  a  nothing  is  non-productive.  Protestant 
ism  will  point  with  pride  at  its  poets  and  artists,  but  we 
must  not  forget  that  they  were  never  truly  famous  until 
their  pen  or  chisel  touched  a  Catholic  theme.  Long 
fellow,  in  Evangeline,  entered  into  the  very  inner  sanc 
tuary  of  Catholic  taste  and  thought,  and  could  find 
nothing  in  Protestantism  to  inspire  his  muse  to  gentility 
as  the  sweet  girl  and  the  aged  priest.  In  history,  Ma- 
cauley  never  mounted  to  the  sublime  until  his  fancy 
depicted  the  New  Zealander  sketching  the  ruins  of  St. 
Paul  from  London  bridge,  while  yet  the  Catholic  Church 
would  be  singing  in  her  youth  the  requiems  of  the  ages. 
Never  did  Protestantism  make  a  Christ's  head  in  marble 
that  was  not  gross,  unless  the  face  was  illumined  with 
the  glow  of  Catholic  dogma  that  taught  the  mystery  of 
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two  natures  in  one  personality.  The  scriptures  of  Prot 
estantism  are  the  deformed  product  of  our  Catholic  evan 
gelists,  and  its  architecture,  art's  best  expressions,  is 
right  only  when  it  copies  our  grand  exemplars.  It  never 
creates.  We  often  dream  of  the  appearance  of  the 
world,  if  Protestantism  had  not  warred  on  the  truth,  and 
had  not  been  the  iconoclast  that  it  proved  to  be  of  ideas 
and  ideals  that  were  the  usufruct  of  Catholicity. 

Protestantism  in  itself  is  a  bird  that  lives  on  the  carrion 
it  creates.  Its  ravages  among  souls  are  equaled  only  by 
its  destruction  of  Christian  truths  and  their  saving  logic. 
We  often  wonder  that  hosts  of  Protestants  are  as  good 
ac  they  are,  with  the  meager  means  to  hand,  as  we  marvel 
that  we  are  not  as  good  as  we  should  be  with  all  the 
glorious  aids  to  virtue  that  are  ours  for  the  asking.  The 
only  explanation  that  many  Protestants  are  as  good  as 
they  are  comes  from  the  fact  that  they  mistake  falsehood 
for  truth  and  that  the  misconception  is  truth  for  them. 
We  must  know  that  a  man  in  error  is  not  in  sin.  On 
the  contrary,  a  mistake  places  the  erring  mortal  on  the 
plane  of  good  faith.  There  is  only  one  truth,  and  if  a 
man  thinks  he  has  that,  he  cannot  go  outside  his  thought. 
To  so  pretend  would  be  for  the  Protestant  hypocrisy 
most  contemptible.  How  many,  we  are  often  asked,  are 
in  good  faith,  since  the  evidences  of  faith  are  all  around 
them,  filling  their  eyes  with  its  triumphs  and  their  ears 
with  the  peals  of  musical  steeples.  God  alone  knows 
how  many,  for  He  is  the  kindly  judge  of  men  and  will 
make  generous  considerations  for  birth  and  environment. 
In  charity,  we  would  like  to  believe  the  number  who 
belong  to  the  soul  of  the  Church,  by  feeling  they  have 
the  truth  and  by  living  according  to  their  conceptions,  to 
be  many  more  than  those  who  appear.  Nevertheless, 
when  we  think  how  poor  humanity,  even  with  the  best  of 
aids,  heavenly  laws  and  the  sacraments,  falls  so  often 
and  so  flat,  we  would  fain  tremble  for  the  hopes  of  men 
without  Christ's  constituted  assistance.  Christ's  law  is 
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the  guide  to  the  skies ;  the  sacraments  our  sustenance  on 
the  perilous  journey.  Let  us  help  our  brother  to  the  faith 
by  showing  him  our  charity,  and  conclude  his  conversion 
to  make  atonement  for  our  own  ruthless  failures. 


Cost  of  Sanctity 

The  Methodist  Christian  Herald  stands  aghast  at 
'Svhat  it  costs  to  create  a  saint/5  It  gives  the  figures  in 
the  process  of  canonization  of  Jeanne  d'Arc  as  reaching 
the  total  of  270,000  francs,  or  $54,000.  We  have  no 
wish  to  dispute  the  estimates,  but,  for  the  sake  of  argu 
ment,  will  concede  them.  Now,  the  Herald  ought  to 
know  that  it  took  more  than  several  thousand  dollars  to 
"create  a  saint."  Virtue  is  above  price,  and  sanctity 
alone  wrought  the  aureola  of  canonization.  Days  of 
prayer  and  nights  of  ceaseless  vigil,  obedience  to  God's 
behests  through  misinterpretation  of  enemies  and  the 
calumny  of  those  who  should  sustain  her,  humility 
despite  a  nation's  cheers,  and  a  king  receiving  from  her 
hands  his  crown  lost  forever  except  for  her  daring 
sword,  heroic  chastity  in  the  most  exceptional  conditions 
of  camp  and  prison, — in  a  word,  to  briefly  generalize 
particulars,  perpetual  martyrdom  of  her  will,  until  the 
smoke  of  the  burning  brands  that  consumed  her  told 
Rouen,  the  world,  and  history,  of  ingratitude  and  cruelty, 
as  well  as  of  the  victim's  patience  and  fortitude — these 
we  thought  created  the  glorious  character  of  the  Maid 
of  Orleans. 

Weigh  these  wonderful  works  against  $54,000,  and 
the  madness  of  the  process  will  equal  only  its  irreverence. 
The  jewel  that  the  figure  would  buy  would  pale  before 
the  lights  of  the  starry  qualities  of  Domremy's  peasant 
girl. 

The  headline  of  the  Christian  Herald  is  false  from 
another  viewpoint.  Suppose  an  innocent  man  is  acquit- 
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ted  of  a  crime  in  our  courts,  and  that  it  cost  him  $54,000 
to  secure  the  verdict :  could  the  sum  in  any  way  be  called 
the  creation  of  his  character? 

We  will  admit  that  the  sum  is  large,  but  our  pious 
contemporary  should  rejoice  that  the  figure  would  safe 
guard  truth  and  protect  the  Roman  courts  from  trespass 
or  invasion  by  zealots  who  would  be  too  apt  to  over 
estimate  the  sanctity  of  friends  and  rush  to  Rome  to 
attempt  to  have  them  immortalized.  The  price  will  make 
them  be  sure  of  their  footing. 

In  the  case  of  Jeanne  d'Arc,  on  account  of  the  remote 
ness  of  her  time,  it  was  doubtless  difficult,  and  hence 
expensive,  to  get  the  needed  data.  The  courts  of  Rome 
are  slow,  as  Rome  herself  is  cold  and  old.  There  are 
many  departments  in  the  process  of  investigation  and 
several  degrees  in  the  sanctity  to  be  proved.  Miracles 
are  discussed  from  the  most  learned  viewpoints,  and 
every  quality  of  heart  and  head  is  analyzed  before  a 
declaration  is  given  thereon.  Of  all  the  trials  in  the 
world  there  is  none  so  unsentimental  and  formal  as  the 
court  convened  to  try  the  thousand  minutiae  that  go  to 
make  sanctity.  The  most  learned  theologians  and  the 
greatest  specialists  in  science  and  religion  bring  the 
fierce  glare  of  their  shining  intelligences  to  bear  on  the 
themes.  All  these  laborers  have  to  be  paid,  because  they 
must  eat  and  have  clothes  to  wear  like  all  other  persons, 
and  hence  it  is  that  the  expense  of  the  processes  is  con 
siderable. 

Truth  is  sought  in  everything,  as  it  is  the  God  of  truth 
whom  we  venerate  in  honor  of  the  saints  He  has  richly 
endowed.  Rome  waits  for  a  long  time,  and  looks  long 
upon  her  saints  before  she  is  moved  to  glorify  them  on 
her  altars.  It  can  be  truly  said  that  she  is  forced  to  act. 
The  bones  of  the  dead  find  a  tongue  for  entreaty,  before 
she  hearkens  to  the  prayer.  She  has  saints  innumerable 
to  prove  her  holy  mission.  There  is  no  dearth  of  them. 
They  lie  in  the  sandpits  of  Rome  and  under  her  pave- 
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inents,  as  well  as  on  her  altars.  Every  day  in  every  land 
some  holy  soul  is  translated  to  the  skies.  The  burden 
of  the  proof  of  sanctity  is  on  the  dead  saint  and  not  on 
living  Rome. 

The  Christian  Herald,  then,  need  not  exercise  itself 
over  Rome's  desire  to  have  a  big  payroll  for  her  officials, 
for  the  saint  needs  Rome  more  than  Rome,  rich  in 
sanctity,  needs  the  saint. 


The  Newspaper  Sermon 

Of  all  the  insinuating  agencies  for  the  destruction  of 
Christ's  truth  in  the  hearts  and  minds  of  men,  commend 
us  to  the  sermon  in  the  secular  press. 

Of  course,  the  sermon  is  abreast  of  the  times  and 
freighted  down  with  all  the  developments  of  the  modern 
mind.  It  eschews,  in  the  pomposity  of  scientific  freedom, 
all  the  safeguards  wherewith  the  Church  surrounds  intel 
lectual  effort.  When  it  comes  to  concluding  matters  of 
faith  it  asks  no  odds  of  anything  in  the  "heavens  above, 
the  earth  beneath  or  the  waters  under  the  earth."  The 
Pope  is  not  comparable  to  the  infallibility  of  the  Sunday 
sermon  in  the  secular  paper.  The  Sunday  sermon  has 
heard  of  Modernism,  and  forthwith  groans  over  the 
lethargic  condition  of  Catholicism  that  cannot  even 
understand  progress  as  it  sweeps  past  her  staid  inaction. 
The  Sunday  sermon  makes  light  of  creeds  and  would  not 
have  man  straight- jacketed  by  any  pronouncements. 
The  Sunday  sermon  hints  at  the  lifeless  character  of  the 
Church  that  was  useful  a  thousand  years  ago,  but  is  now 
only  a  relic  of  her  former  self  and,  nevertheless,  the 
Sunday  sermon  denies  a  tear  to  the  corpse.  The  Sunday 
sermon,  with  a  sneer,  will  slaughter  a  thousand  truths  by 
either  misconception  of  them  or  an  ignorant  conclusion 
therefrom.  The  Sunday  sermon  will  tell  of  the  greatness 
and  the  grandeur  of  our  Lord  and  have  Him  head  and 
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shoulders  high  above  the  greatest  of  human  kind,  but 
will  never  speak  one  word  of  His  divinity.  The  Sunday 
sermon  will  give,  as  a  matter  of  course,  a  denial  of  the 
truths  regarding  Christ's  virgin  birth  and  will  smear  a 
garbled  extract  from  the  sacred  text  over  its  infamous 
logic.  The  Sunday  sermon  will  laugh  with  a  loud  ha-ha 
at  miracles  and  mysteries  that  could  exist  in  the  minds 
of  the  gullible  in  the  Dark  Ages,  but  vanish  like  a  ghost 
in  sunlight  before  the  electric  bulbs  of  blazing  modern 
advancement. 

The  Sunday  sermon  is  a  blasphemer.  While  speaking 
of  God  as  it  would  of  Jupiter  and  Zeus,  it  flippantly 
jokes  about  the  marvels  of  Christ's  resurrection.  Faith 
in  the  mouth  of  the  Sunday  sermon  is  any  old  thing  and 
every  old  thing  rammed  promiscuously  together,  without 
order  or  fitness. 

Religion  for  the  Sunday  sermon  is  nothing  more  or 
less  than  naturalism.  "Thou,  Nature,"  as  says  the  villain 
in  the  play,  "art  my  goddess,"  declares  the  Sunday  ser 
mon.  Everything  is  measured  by  nature. 

The  Sunday  sermon  is  the  mainspring  of  indifferent- 
ism.  In  its  grandiose  and  liberal  fashion,  for  it  is  noth 
ing  if  not  liberal ;  it  will  tell  men  that  it  does  not  make 
any  difference  to  what  church  a  man  belongs  if  he  be  only 
a  good  man.  How  in  the  name  of  sense  can  a  man  be  a 
good  man  if  he  does  not  serve  God  with  his  intellect,  and 
how  can  he  serve  Him,  the  God  of  truth,  with  falsehood, 
and  at  the  same  time  give  Him  mental  and  formal 
devotion  ? 

The  Sunday  sermon  eulogizes  the  natural  virtues — 
honesty,  sobriety,  patriotism  and  all  the  fine  qualities 
which  go  with  the  class — putting  the  man  decked  there 
with  in  the  highest  heavens  of  glory.  Now,  natural 
virtues,  while  they  ornament  life,  never  exalt  to  the 
skies.  The  natural  never  reaches  to  the  supernatural; 
only  Christ's  grace  supernaturalizes  a  man's  work  and 
makes  it  efficacious  for  salvation. 
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If  all  the  natural  virtues  were  enough,  Christ  would 
not  have  come  to  earth,  and  suffered  for  love  of  us  the 
chill  of  Bethlehem  and  the  gloom  of  Calvary.  Before 
His  time  there  were  at  Athens  an  Aristotle  and  at  Rome 
a  Scipio — men,  finished  types  of  human  effort. 

The  Sunday  sermon  is  only  a  sermon  in  name.  Every 
thing  which  can  give  it  the  livery  of  heaven  wherewith  to 
serve  the  devil  is  hypocritically  assumed  and  we  cease  to 
wonder  that  men  abandon  all  ideas  of  religion  as  mock 
eries  and  shams  who  stuff  their  undeveloped  minds  with 
the  indigestible  crudeness  and  coarseness  of  the  ignorant, 
malicious  and  un-Christian  harangues  called  by  the  name 
of  the  Sunday  sermon. 

Heresy  never  had  a  more  subtle  assistant — the  devil 
never  a  more  wily  abettor  than  the  newspaper  Sunday 
sermon. 


A  Wake  at  Albert  Hall 

It  would  seem  that  Albert  Hall,  London,  is  to  be  the 
place  where  Protestantism  is  to  be  "waked,"  and  all 
without  bell,  book  or  candle,  for  our  brave  emancipator 
of  the  human  mind  will  have  none  of  these  trumperies. 
A  few  years  ago  the  world's  convention  of  the  Episcopal 
church  was  held  there  and,  after  great  parading  of  bon 
nets,  plumes,  helmets  and  mitres,  it  ended  in  a  declaration 
that  its  decrees  were  not  laws  to  bind,  but  merely  wishes 
whose  observance  would  be  a  charming  episode. 

Now  comes  Pastor  Russell  to  show  to  "what  base 
usages"  modern  heresy  in  1911  has  come  when  it  will 
applaud  and  print  the  insipid  vaporings  of  the  Brooklyn 
divine. 

Two  things  are  very  amusing  in  the  pastor's  discourses 
— his  acrobatic  somersaults  in  his  reasoning,  bolstered 
by  texts  that  are  cribbed  for  a  crabbed  purpose,  and  made 
to  fit,  and  the  genial  complacency  with  which  he  says, 
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"Now  we  see  more  clearly,"  the  while  we  are  still  rub 
bing  our  eyes  to  see,  not  a  proof,  but  a  clear  declaration 
of  a  proposition  yet  to  be  considered  and  concluded. 

In  one  sermon  the  genial  pastor  forgets  the  conflicting 
pronouncements  made  in  another.  Last  week  we  com 
mented  on  the  fact  that  he  said  Christian  principles  are 
scattered  in  all  creeds,  and  that  none  of  them  was 
Christ's,  and  now  he  dares  with  his  whiskered  smile  to 
say  to  the  cockneys,  "Are  we  not  all  Christian?"  What 
next?  Here  it  is:  The  speaker  shows  the  Catholic 
Church  how  it  can  unite  with  others  and  be  a  piece  in 
the  artistic  mosaic  that  would  be  called  Christian  unity. 
He  says  she  must  eliminate  everything  not  found  in  the 
bible,  viz.,  "prayers  to  saints,  homage  to  pictures  and 
images,  the  sacrifice  of  the  mass,  holy  candles,  holy 
water,  purgatory,  the  infallibility  of  the  Pope  and  the 
general  theory  that  the  clergy  alone  are  the  Church  and 
brethren  of  Christ,  and  the  laity  are  merely  the  children 
of  the  Church." 

We  are  expecting  to  read  of  a  diminution  of  this  intelli 
gent  audience  in  the  world's  greatest  metropolis,  but 
whatever  its  members  thought,  they  sat  to  the  end, 
whether  from  a  desire  to  be  entertained  or  instructed  we 
know  not.  The  pastor's  small  wish  regarding  our  small 
contribution  to  the  general  fund  of  his  idea  of  unity, 
reminds  us  of  a  patient  preacher  not  yet  well  versed  in 
the  idioms  of  our  language,  who  called  out  to  the  mother 
of  a  persistent  crying  infant:  "Expunge  that  baby!" 
He  would  expunge  the  Catholic  Church  with  one  wipe  of 
the  eraser! 

Now,  Pastor,  prayers  to  the  saints,  if  you  would  in 
your  benignity  consider  the  apostles  holy,  are  warranted 
by  the  bible,  for  if  you  will  only  look  again  you  will  find 
one  apostle  asking  another  who  was  deemed  closer  to  the 
Christ  to  present  a  petition.  "Homage  to  pictures  and 
images":  Why,  pastor,  are  you  not  wilfully  prevari 
cating?  Homage  of  this  kind  is  not  found  in  Catholic 
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reason  or  Catholic  scripture,  and  you  must  be  a  formal 
knave  to  thus  take  your  English  audience  for  an  asinine 
clown.  The  sacrifice  of  the  mass  is  the  great  act  of 
adoration  authorized  by  our  blessed  Lord  when  he  said, 
"Do  this  in  commemoration  of  me,"  and  to  take  this  away 
would  be  to  destroy  the  temple  and  reverse  the  statement 
of  our  Redeemer  when  He  declared,  "Behold  I  am  with 
you  all  days."  The  Church  would  thus  be  ancient  history 
in  a  world  that  has  only  commenced  to  recount  her 
glories.  "Holy  candles" :  It  would  be  well  if  some  kind 
of  a  light  would  throw  its  gentle  radiance  about  your 
tripping  feet.  "Holy  water" :  Why,  we  would  need  a 
special  pond  to  wash  you  of  your  follies.  "Purgatory" : 
It  is  not  half  so  black  as  it  is  painted.  Be  very  thankful 
if  you  ever  get  there,  for  hell  was  made  for  conscious 
deceivers  and  false  witnesses.  "The  infallibility  of  the 
Pope":  Now,  is  it  not  well  that  there  is  stability  in 
doctrine  when  your  wretched  declarations  are  so  sub 
versive  of  common  sense,  not  to  talk  of  logic  ?  "The  laity 
are  only  the  children  of  the  Church,"  and  they  are  per 
fectly  happy  to  be  only  this.  Would  it  not  be  well  for 
you  if  you  were  a  child,  and  not  an  usurper  of  the 
preacher's  office  that  belongs  only  to  priests  with  their 
heavenly  credentials,  unmistakably  signed,  sealed  and 
delivered?  The  highest  honor  that  a  devoted  Catholic 
can  aspire  to  is  to  be  a  child  of  the  Church,  to  be  a  mem 
ber  of  Christ's  mystical  body,  leaving  to  Christ  and  His 
chosen  representatives  the  divine  duty  of  teaching  and 
governing  the  people. 

Why,  Mr.  Russell,  if  you  do  not  soon  leave  London, 
King  George  had  better  appoint  a  new  force  of  guards 
over  the  crown  jewels  in  the  Tower,  or  he  will  find  them 
gleaming  in  triumph  on  your  head.  Why  should  Mr. 
Russell  serve  when  he  should  be  king?  Shame  on  the 
world  for  having  rulers  and  not  counting  our  Brooklyn 
potentate  among  them ! 
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